_ 


Pamphlets. 


0->rTrv 


,  c*^kZ}> 

c^v£^  C^CkJZjL^ 
cS7XaJ2^  ^^iy) 


/ 


■  ■ 

■ 

' 


/ 


■ 


X  - 


I 


V 


OR  THE 


comedy; 


As  it  is  A<fted  at  his  Royal  Highnefs  the 

O  UK  Es  THEATRE. 


Written  by  Tho:  T>urfej  Gent. 


H  ORA  T. 

*i  '  *  * 

Non  cuivii  bomini  contingit  adire  Corinthmn. 


Licenfed  November  20.  i  6  y  6*  r 

ROGER  UESTRANGE. 


LONDON , 

4.  .  '  \  •  .  •>< 

Printed  by  T.  N.  for  James  Magnes  jnd  Rich.  Bentley 
in  Rujfd- Street  in  Covent-garden  nc„r  the  Fiona's. 


M.  DC.LXXVH. 


* 


?  \  fy  r  i 


f) 


»  : 


l 


o 


r? 

/i 


»>  •-  r; 
c  i :  i 


«*  x 

*' ..  * 


■  cl 


•* 


I 

V 


a 


rr 

I 


*#■ 

o 

i 

11 

f*  "V 

4 


(•  — - 

T>„  ; 

C*  V  .3 


ft  " 


*■  ■  r  „■ 

J  *  -  S 


JL  ^  «  -  .X  / 


r-";  t*  n  r  *  t  '  • 

\  >1*  \  \>  ft  V«-*&  ft  V  'wi*  •  i  v.  v  *-*  ,*.-  J  1  A  V  . 

\ 


-  ■  .  - 


t  -Sfc^*je«. —  >  ^  *Jpt- >  *s 


x  -  ,/ 


$  .  '  A 


*  i 


i- 


i*  i  -** 

*  *  » 
jk  *  T>_ 


*  V  #’ 

#1**  . »  A  V 


v  v  r 

••»  r  *  »  ■-  *  r  »  **  ^  .  *  r-% 

*  -*  «  '  •  /  •#  -  -J  v  *  •  •*»  «  C  ■«  *  '  j&  if  2  •»  i 

'A  * 


- - - 


.'•»  f*  t*  *  r  '  m 

%0  .  O  k  ^  U  •. 


\ 


r+  n  % 


■  r.  - - 


n  *  f'"*  *■"*-  a  >  ^*7  '  '  r  *- 

■  :•  vi  \\  Ji  3u0i 


s~f  * 


1 


T  O  HIS  OR  ACE 

.THE 


i 


Lord  High  Steward  of  His  Majefhes 
Houifholdj  Knight  of  the  Noble  Order  of 
the  Garter>and  one  of  His  Majedies  moil 
Honourable  Privy  Council. 


May  it  pleafe  your  Grace, 


Hough  thePrefumption  I  might 
have  been  guilty  of  in  this 
‘Dedication,  is  fomewhat  excu- 
fed  in  your  Graces  \ Tirrhiffon > 
yet  the  meannefs  ofthisTrifle , 
ity  jfes  a  fecret  Jhame  intome, 
when  1  confder  how  ill  aPrefent  l  have  made  to 
a  P  erf  on  of  fuch  eminent  Merit  and  C Jrandeur , 
m hofe  obliging,  and  not  to  be  example d  Clemency > 
induces  him  to  Patronise  a  Piece  that  rather  dil 
mini  [he  s,  than  brings  the  leaf  addition  to  his 
r*  Fame .  Had  it  been ■  an  HeroickfPocm,!  might 
have  open  d  my  eyesypiih greater  afjurance,  and 

A  2 


cheriflo'd  my  ambitions  thoughts  with  the  refoluti * 
on  of  honouring  fome  happy  Heroe  with  your 
CjracesflUuflrious  (f bar  after,  andfo  under  pre* 
tence  of  a  [lender  merit  fpringingfrom  thelVor 
have  in  [innate  d  my  felf  into  your  Favour.  Rut 
whereas  other  Authors  are  happy  in  this  parties* - 
lar,  how  little  have  I  to  boafl  of  .when  all  I  can  fay 
in  my  defence,  is  [That  its  only  good  Fortune  was, 
in  being  the  Subjeft  of  the  Courts  diver  [on, where 
their  Vfoble  Clemency  and  (food  Ufature  were 
extremely  requifte,  in  covering  its  defefts  from 
the  too  Cen for  ions  •  His  Ad  ape  fly  ,  according  to 
.  His  accuflomed  Royal  and  Excellent  Temper, 
was  pleas'd  to  defend  fo  far,  as  to  give  it  4  par * 
ticular  Applaufe,  which  was  feconded  by  your 
Grace,  tittle  confidering ,  my  Lord,  the  Fade  a 
young  Author  might  be  inf'fted  with  in  f  eeing  his 
Elay  honour'd  with  fo  dignified  an  Approbation. 
Rut  when  I  had  the  honour  to  wait  upon  you,  and 
Jaw  fhining  in  all  your  Aftions  the  glorious  Reams 
of  Humility,  Comte  fie,  true  Honour  and  Virtue, 
E  erf  eft  ions  feldom  feen  in  (great  Aden  ft  is  impofl 
fible  for  me  to  decipher  my  thoughts ,  nor  had  I 
power  to  utter  them  •  for  my  Minds  fur \ 
ded  to  the  imperfeftion  of  my  Speech, 


had  kifure  to  confider  hots  clef  pic  able  a  thing  is 
‘Pride,  ^hen  fupprejl  by  the  pious  Inclinations  of 
a  generous  Virtue.  Pardon  me ,  my  Lord, if  the 
indefatigable  Zeal  I  owe  your  Qrace ,  makes  me 
wander  from  the  nicer  Rules  of  Dedication  • 
•And I  befeech  you  believe ,  that  as  to  Admire  you. 
I  never  can  enough,  fo  to  Flatter  you,  is  far  be* 
yond  my  power, you  being  far  above  it  •  I  have 
more  reafon  to  beg  your  Par  don  for  this  Tref- 
pafs,  than  to  incur  your  Anger  for  another  T)e- 
fault :  APuffoon ,  though  he  may  be  often  fil'd 
the  fport  and  diverjion  of  Princes ,  would  very 
ill  become  the  JA (ame  of  their  Companion.  And 
fo  this  Play,  though  it  had  the  Fortune  to  pleafe 
you  as  SfeBator,mu(l  needs  blu[h  at  its  injuffci - 
cncy,  beingreceiv’d as aPofome  Friend.  Confef- 
/ ion  (  my  Lord  \  makes  an  abatement  of  the 
Qrime,  and  to  ma ,$e  it  wholly  pardonable ,  the  rcfl 
muf  be  impos'd  upon  y  our  Graces  Clemency  that 
authorised  my  Poldnefs  ■  the  Clemency  that  drew 
me  from  a  melancholy  Retirement, where  Content 
and  Live  re  often  quarrelling  about  a  (lender  For¬ 
tune,  to  vijit  the  blifsful  Habitation  of  Virtue 
and  Cjrandeur.  Pirds  ling  mofl  fweetly  that  jtt 
in  the  Sunbeams  •  and  'tis,I  confefs ,  the  Jfatu- 
\  '  "  '  r.  *."?  r  4-  ral 


The 


f 


rat  Ambition  ofmoji  Toets /to /better  themfelves 
under  the  Wings  of  Sfobility^  Encouragement 
adding  more  fweetnefs  to  their  Fenst  and  more 
vivacity  to  their  Fancy :  'Em  to  jludy  to  def  ?rve 
the  bleffing  of  your  Favour 3  [hall  be  ever  the 
great  and  [ole  Ambition  of,  * 


MY  LORD, 


Your  Graces  moft  humble. 


v* 


.4  > 


And  moft  devoted  Servant 


.  i 
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DRAMATIS 

PERSON  JE. 

Lord  Bellamour  -  v  r 

•  *  t  V 

lAf.Beiterton* 

Manley  Friend  to  Bell  am . 

Mr.  Smith . 

Sir  Arthur  Oldlove ,  an 
Antiquary  y  " 

j  Mr.  Sand  ford. 

Captain  Tilbury,  an  old 
fafhion’d  blunt  Fellow 

•)  "  " 
j  Mr.  Medbourn . 

Toly'1}  S°nS  t0  Ttlbury 

Mr.  Anthony  Leigh . 
,  Klr«  James  No  kgs. 

f  t  .  * 

Old  "jolly  man 

Mr.  Underhill. 

Harry,  Son  to  Jolly  man 

t  ' ' 

Mr.  Jevan . 

Flaile,  Servant  to  Tilbury 

.  •  :  I  « 

W  -  *  l.  .  f.  -  .  .  ‘  • 

Mr.  Richards * 

Dorr  el,  alias  Friendlove 

Mr.  Norrice. 

WOMEN.  * 

Madam  Fickle 

Mrs,  Mary  Lee. 

Confiantia ,  Daughter  to  . 

Sir  Arthur 

1 

j  Mrs.  Barrer. 

Arbella 

Mrs.  Gibbs . 

Silvia,  Attendant  to Fickle 

Three  Wenches 

k  Mrs.  Napper* 

Conjlable,  Watch ,  Footmen,  Mask$rsy 
Mufitioners  and  Attendant i. 


«  i 


|  Prologue  by  Mr.  Smith? 

FAncy  and  Seme  the  glorious  Twins  of  Wit , 

That  us  d  t'imbcUifh  what  a  Poet  writ. 

Are  now  as  poor  and  defpicable  grown. 

As  'an  old  wrinkled  Trader  of  the  Town, 

With  follow  Eyes, no  Teeth, and  tatter  d  Goftn 
Tike  her  they  are  negleSed  by  you  Wits , 

And  forc'd  to  trade  with  Country  Squires  and  Cits, 

Who  with  their  Eighteen-pence  uphold  the  St age , 

Which  you  would  mine  with  your  Critic 4  R<*ge7 
By  Heaven,  Sirs, it  is  a  Curfed  Age. 

Too  late  7 is  now  for  Poets  to  get  Fame, 

Their  Works  are  only  ft  for  you  to  Dam . 

They  toil,  'tis  true ,  but  gain,  inflead  of  Praife , 
Malignant  Cenfures  3  Thorns,  inftead  of  Bayes • 

The  great  Cabal  fo  partial  do  appear. 

An  Authors  Wit  lies  buried  in  his  Fear . 

And  as  a  Painter  in  his  skill  grown  nice. 

Still  mends  and  mends  till  he  has  fpoil  d  the  Piece 
So  too  much  care  in  jlriving  to  ejfay 
New  Scenes  of  Wit,  oft  mines  a  good  Play . 

The  Factious  Club  are  Mercilefs  of  late , 

Carping ,  IU-naturd,  and  Degenerate  3 
Sifting  fo  much  to  find  each  little  Fault , 

They  lofe  their  bejl  diver(ion  in  their  Thought . 

And  though  facetious  Playes,  and  tti  learned  Pit, 

When  Colledges  have  fail'd,  have  taught  them  Wit 3 
The  Stages  Ruine  unconcern  d  y  ou  fee , 

And  Dam  th'  Original  of.  Gallantry. 

Shoud  we  leave  off  then, we  fond  hear  you  fay , 

Dam  'em,  what  Drones  are  thefe ,  why  don't  they  PUy^i 
*Sblud  I fall  never  leave  this  Wenching  vein , 

Jack,  my  latt fringing  Clap's  broke  out  agen. 

And  if  we  do  Play  — then  you  Cenfure  raifi. 

And  to  encourage  us.  Dam  all  our  Playes  3 
Nothing  will  pleafe,  I  wonder  what  a  Devil 
Makes  Men  of  Wit  fo  formally  uncivil . 

But fine  e ’ tis  fo,  and  you  thus  Cruel  prove. 

We  mutt  appeal  t'  our  Friends  that  (it  above, 

Whefe  wife  indifferent  Cenfures  grace  a  Play, 

At  Squibs  and  Crackers  do-~aLord  Mayors  Day. 
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MADAM  FICKLE, 
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Witty  Falfe  One. 


A  C  T.  I. 

♦ 

'  '  \ *  * 

Scene  i. 


Enter  jollyman  and  Harry, 

Jott.  Irra  /  Not  a  Penny :  I  fay  ’tis  loft  upon  thee, 

Harr.  I  fay — How  Sir/ 

Joilt  How  Sir  :  Tie  tell  you  Sir — Firft  thou  art »  Meltn- 
cholly  Fellow,  a  kind  of  Hypocondriack,  as  I  am  told,  andinfteadof 
making,  fpoilft  good  Company. 

Harr .  Pifh :  Good  Sir  believe  it  not; 

Joll.  Secondly:  Sirra,  thou,  haft  quite  forgot  to  fing  a  Quality  that 
was  Hereditary,  a  Benefit  that  has  Grac’d  our  Family  for  above  thete 
20  years,  and  like  a  Varlet  thou  negleded  it. 

•  Harr.  Not  I  i5  faith  Sir/  You  are  mif-inform’d.  I  amnotmelan- 
cholly,  nor  any  thing  of  that  which  you  imagine.  I  can  fing  too, 
loudly,  and  for  the  Benefit  of  Company.  3Tis  true  Sir,  want  of 

Money -  >  . 

Joll.  Sirra,  Sirra,  a  lye  deferves  a  Cudgel.  Do  not  vex  me.  Udsbores^ 
Did  I  not  fee  you  yefterday  at  Sir  Arthur  Oldloves, holding  your  hands  up 
thus —  conning  your  Leffon?  What  butinefs  can  you  have  with  Anti¬ 
quaries,  except  it  be  to  pra&ice  difobedience,  or  turn  Precifian  todif- 
grace  thy  Family  ? 

Harr,  why  Sir.  I’le  tell  you  what. 

Jull.  No  Sir:  Youneednot^  ,  * 

J  know  the  trick  already.  Speed  the  Plough  Sir. 

Alas !  What  ftiou’d  you  do  with  Money  ?  To  you  that  negled:  the 

B  ^  World 


•W4 


m  a  is  /i  ivjL 


1  u  n  u 


World — -  Money’s  a  Torment.  I  have  confider’d  it - and  will  not 

tempt  you  . — -  Monty  was  made  for  thofe  that  laugh,  and  drink  with 

appetite,  whofe  merry  Souls - put  Padlocks  on  dull  Confidence,  and 

live  the  life  of  fence  cum  Privilegio . 

Harr.  I  will  excel  in  Mirth  Sit.  Every  day  fhall  give  you  proof, 
each  hour  variety ,  your  Houle  (hall  ring  with  (bouts  of  Joy  and  Mulick: 
I  long  have  wilh’d  it  fo:  But  hill  the  Duty,  thereferved  Reverence  that 

I  Lore  you  Sir  made  me  forbear - But  (ince  you’l  have  it  otherwife, 

it  meets  my  wifhe's  fully. 

Jot  And  mine  too  Sir.  And  a  pox  on  Reverence  I  fay,  an  Ounce 

of  true  Englifh  Mirth  is  worth  a  Pound  on  t ;  But  this  Antiquary _ _ 

What  Bulinefs  had  you  there  Sir  ?  anfwer  me  that. 

j Barr.  Sir,,  there  is  a  rich  Widow  lodges  at  his  Houfe,  one  to  whom 
my  private,  inclinations  have  been  long  devoted  *,  and  by  feigning  an 
Auflerity  yefierday  in  Sir  Arthurs, Company,  I  got  accefs  to  her. 

Jol  Is  (he  merry,  can  (he  ling? 

Harr.  To  a  Miracle  Sir,  She’s  extreamly  Mufical  :  Plays  o’th? 
Guittar,  aud  tells  a  Story  with  the  bell  Grace  I  ever  faw. 

Joll.  ’Sbud  a  fine  Woman:  I  warrant  her.  Hang  pinching,  Harry 
thou  final t  have  her. 

Harr .  She’s  very  referv’d  >  but  withall  ufes  a  modefl  freedom  that’s 
infinitelytaking. 

Jut  Udsbores !  1  like  it  well,  a  merry  Modefly,  and  an  unftainrd  In¬ 
tegrity  add  much  to  Feminine  Capacities :  Let  the  world,  rub,  Harry _ 

I  la,y  thou  (halt  have  her.  There,  there’s  Money  for  thee _ Nay  if 

thou  wefr’t  there  upon  defign,  \is  another  matter,  1  muft  allow  that. 
When  £  was  a  young  Man  l  was  the  beft  at  a  defign  :  Ah,  I  could  ha9 

gone  through  flitch  i'faith :  But  come,  hang  pinching _ Harry  thou, 

fhalt  have  her. 


SONG. 


Array  with  the  Caujes  of  'Ric^'  *  and  Cares , 

That  poifon  our  S pirits ,  and jhorten  our  Tears  1. 

No  pleafure  can  he , 

In  ft  ate  or  degree , 

Bui  'tis  mingl'd  with  trouble  and  fears . 

Then  perijh  aV  Fops  by  a  Sobriety  dull'd , 

Wbilft  he  that  is  merry  reigns  Prince  of  the  Worlds 
The  Queries  of  the  Zealous  of  Beauty  or  TFity 
Tho'  fupported  by  Power ,  at  laft.mift  fubmit „. 

Tor  he  that  is  fad 

Grows  wretched  or  mad ^  ' 

Whilft  Mirth  like  a  Monarch  dues  fit:: 

It  cheriflies  life-  in  the  Old  and.  the  Toung ,  '  - 

And  makfs  every  day  be  both,  happy,  and  long* 

m. 


The  Witty  Falfe  One.  3 

JoS.  By  Heav’n  a  rare  Woman,  a  moft  Divine  Creature.  Sim 
there’s  more  Money,  and  do  but  wheedle  dexteroufiy.  Do  but  get 
this  Woman,  and  then  hang  pinching,  let  the  World  rub. 

Harr .  Tie  warrant  you  Sir,  So,  I  have  open’d  his  Purfe  at  Lift  / 
How  now,  who’s  this  ? 

Enter  Tilbury  and  Toby. 

JolH.  Hoh  !  My  old  Friend  and  Fellow- Collegian  Mr.  Tilbury: 
I*  faith  I  am  glad  to  fee  you.  This  was  good  luck  to  meet  you  here  after 
fo  long  abfence.  Pray  how  fare  all  our  old  Friends  in  Salisbury . 

Tilb.  In  health  Sir  >  hard  labour,  plain  Diet,  and  Hearts  Eafe,  arc 
Hill  the  beft  Phyficians.  All  well  —  All  well  — 

Joll.  Why,  let  the  World  rub  *.  -I  am  glad  on’t  i’  faith.  This  is  your 
Son  I  think  Mr.  Tilbury. 

Tilb .  One  of  ’em  Sir.  Toby — your  Hat.  T’other  hand  Sirra/ 
Well,  this  Boy  will  never  learn  breeding. 

Joll.  Oh  Pie  warrant  you  Sir,  here  he’l  foon  learn  that,  a  very  hope¬ 
ful  youth  indeed - 

Tilb.  Ay,  Ay<  God  fend  him  Grace  Sir,  he  may  do  well  enough  / 
What  Mr*  Harry  /  By  Coxbodikins  I  did  not  know  you.  You  are 

grown  a  lufty  ftripling  fince  I  faw  youlaft:  Ah. - Lord,  how  time 

pafles !  I  am  heartily  glad  to  fee  you,  Good  Mr.  Harry.  ’Sbud  he  fprouts 
up  finely. . —  I  hope  your  Mother’s  well  Mr.  Harry . 

Harr.  Very  well  Sir. 

Tilb  Still  twirling  your  Hat,  and  fqee^ing  your  Gloves.  [To  Toby. 
Sirra  leave  that-  trick,  or  by  St.Jago  I’le  lame  thee.  I  wonder  when 
you  fee  Mr.  Harry  in  fuch  a  pafture.  . - 

Joll .  Oh  give  him  a  little  time  Sir,  he  is  not  yet  wean’d  from  the 
Country. 

Tilb.  No,  no,  my  Cudgel  Aall  wean  him.  Good  Sir,  ktmego: 
Sirra,  Sirra,  - —  Have  I  nor  toidf  you  of  this  ? 

Joll.  He’l  mend  it  quickly  Sir.  Pray  - —  have  a  little  patience, 
and  fetting  this  apart,  what  bufinefs  brought  you  to  Town  good  Mr. 
Tilbury  > 

Tilb.  Why  Sir,  I  have  a  Suit  of  Law  depending  here  ith’  Chancery , 
which  I  amrefolv'd  to  make  an  end  of ;  and  my  next  bufinefs  is,  I  in¬ 
tend  to  marry  both  my  Sons  to  two  Fortunes,  which  are  here  provi¬ 
ded  for ’em.  * 

Joll.  Eoth  !  Why  have  you  another  Son  t 

Tilb.  Another/  Yes  Zecbiel.  Did  you  never  hear  of  Zecbiel }  H5as 
been  a  Student  in  the  Temple  this  three  years,  another-ghefs  fellow  than 
this  I  allure  you,  all  Air  and  Spirit  he. — -  ’Sbodikins,  lam  told  in  the 
Country  there’s  not  a  true  Wit  in  all  the  Fraternity  bur  he. 


MADAM  FICKLE ;  Or, 


JoV.  Why  then  hang  pinching  •>  he’s  a  brave  fellow.  Come  Sir, 
here’s  a  Glafs  of  excellent  old  Hock  here  at  Lengi.  I’le  give  you  your 

Wellcome  to  Town, 

Tilb.  Old  Hock!  .what  a  Dickins  is  that  ?  Sir  a  Difh  of  Racy  Ca- 
nary  if  you  pleafe'j  I  am  for  no  Hocks !  ’Sbodikins  Wine  was  never 
good  fnce  it  has  been  corrupted  with  fuch  barbarous  notions. 

Jell.  Well  Sir,  Fie  warrant  you  Pic  pleafe  yon. 
lilb.  Sirra  ,  walk  you  yonder  in  the  (  what  a’e  call  ’ems  )  the 
Piazza's ,  and  if  Flaile  my  Man  come,  direct  him  hither;  And  d’e 
hear, leave  that  fneaking  Dog-look  of yours, or  by  St.  Jago —  Well, — - 
I  fay  no  more  for  this  time.  Do’nt  provoke  me.  |_Epc.,  Till.  Jol!. 

iob.  What  a  peevifh  old  fellow  ’tis :  Sure  he  has  been  flung  with  a 
Wasp  to  day  —  He’s  fo  fretful . —  But  Udlhafh  ,  Fie  not  be  con- 
troul’d  fo  •>  and  fo  iTc  tell  him  when  time  ferves. 

Harr,  Faith  Sir  he’s  a  little  too  fevere ;  Why  he  ufes  you  like  ameer 
Child.  ,  i  ■  ■  v  '  ■ 

Ay , —  like  an  Infant  —  huh  —  becaufe  he’s  old,  he  thinks 
no  body  has  breeding  but  himfelf ;  but  Udfhafh  - — -  in  Salisbury  I  a  fibre 
you  I  pafs  for  the  moreaccomplifh’d  perfon. 

Harr.  Without  doubt  Sir  he  were  an  errant  Coxcomb  that  wou’d 

difpute  that - why,  you  have  a  good  Prefence. 

7o.b,  Yes ;  thank  a  good  Nurfe :  I  am  pretty  well  fortified  by  Nature, 
and  yet  every  thing  I  do,  he  for  (both  millikes,  as  if  I  were  a  Fool,  and 
knew  not  how  to  carry  my‘ felf;  Udihafh,  I  wonder  he  has  no  more 
Civility . — 

Harr *  O  Sir  /  Old  Men  that  have  the  prerogative  of  being  Fathers, 
think  it  but  decent  to  ufe  that  liberty  ;  But  fetting  afide  this  Difcourfb 
Mr,  ‘Tffby,  may  not  my  Ambition  defire  the  fatisfadtion  of  knowing  the 
name  of  this  excellent  perfon  you  are  to  marry. 

"lob.  Why  Sir  - —  to  tell  you  the  Truth  of  the  bufinefs,  I  don’t  know 
her  name  vny  felf ,  for  I  never  faw  hcFyet.  For  the  old  Fool  my  Fa¬ 
ther  carries  matters  fo  clofely,  that  I  can  never  know  any  thing  :  But 
by  Jeroboam  I’le  fit  him  ^  For  if  I  marry  without  good  pre- meditation, 
I  am  the  Son  of  an  Eaji  India  Bagpiper  and  fo  Udfhafh  Fie  tell  him. 

Harr,  Marry  a  firanger,  and  one  you  never  faw  ?  By  Heaven  'tis  un- 
reafonablc.  - 

Toh.  Udlhafh  /  He’s  the  mofi  unreafonable  Cormudgeon  you  ever 
knew  —  ith’  Winter  he  wall  not  let  me  come  near  the  fire  for  fear  of 
catching  Chil-blanes. 

Harr.  Not  warm  your  felf — - 

'*Iob.  No  :  Did  you  ever  hear  the  like ;  But  Zooks  I  fitted  him  once’, 
fori  burnt  a  whole  Stack  of  Hay  down  to  the  ground  on  that  occafion, 
and  warm'd  my  felf  in  fpightofhim. 

Harr .  Ha,  ha,  ha - a  Witty  invention  by  my  life ^  but  Mr.  Joby, 

I  fuppofe  you  know  what  Quality  fh«hat  muff  be  your  Wife  is. 


■ 


The  Witty  Falfe  One . 

Job.  Yes,  yes:  She’s  of  very  good  Quality,  and  a  Widow,  and  very 
rich  I  am  told. 

Harr .  A  Widow  Sir  >  ’Sdeath  if  it  (hould  be  my  Miftrefs  — — 

Job.  As  to  her  Conditions,  I  am  ignorant  of  ’em  •,  but  they  had  need 
be  good  •,  for  I  have  mifs’d  many  a  Wealthy  Match  for  her  fake. 

Harr.  Certainly  Sir  I’ve  the  honour  toknow  this  Lady  j  pray  where 
does  the  lodge  ?  .  -  .  .  * 

Job  D’eknowher?  I’m  glad  o'  that  i’faith :  You  may  do  me  a  great 
kindnefs  in  telling  me  fome  of  her  Conditions  —  Why  Sir  (he  lodges 
here  in  Bridges- fire et  at  the  Houfe  of  Sir  Arthur  Oldlove  thefam’d  An¬ 
tiquary. 

Harr.  The  fame  by  Heav’n,  ’Sdeath  was  ever  fuch  luck.  Sir  I  was 
involv’d  in  a  mistake.  1  thought  fhe  had  been  a  Lady  of  my  acquain¬ 
tance:  Eut  good  Sir,  how  came  this  Match  fo  forward,  ii nee  you  fay 
(he’s  a  (hanger  to*you  ? 

Job .  Why  Sir!  You  mud  know  this  fame  Sir  Arthur  is  my  Fathers 
intimate  Friend,  and  this  Widow  lodging  at  his  Houfe, he  prefently  gave 
notice  ofit  :  Telling  him, he  doubted  not  but  he  could  make  her  a  Match 
for  me.  But  the  main  Caufe  of  his  kindnefs  is,  becaufe  hedefignsmy 
Brother  Z echiel  to  marry  his  Daughter. 

Harr.  Very  good —  now  have  I  an  itching  mind  to  fwinge  this [_Afide 
Rafcall :  But  ’t is  fo  notorious  a  Fool,  that  a  beating  is  loft  upon  him; 
Then  you’r  refolv’d  to  marry - 

Job.  Yes  !  Hang’t  I  will  marry  — —  I  fancy  there’s  a  great  deal  of 
pleafure  in’t.  Fir  ft  to  command  a  Family,  and  fit  at  the  upper  end  of 
the  Table.  Then  to  make  my  Wife  feive  indead  of  a  V allot  de  Chambre , 
and  never  pay  her  no  Wages  neither  :  Then  to  command  her  this  way, 
that  way,  t’other  way,  and  every  way  v  for  this  thing,  that  thing3 
t’other  thing,  and  every  thing  :  Udftiafh  ’tis  very  pretty^  — — 

Harr .  But  Sir,  you  dill  mils  rhe  tight  end  of  Marriage. 

Job .  That’s  all  one  Sir - why  we  mud  take  our  Fortune.  *Tis  as 

the  Fates  decree — -  • 

Harr ,  Gad,  the  Fates  are  very  uncivil  to  meddle  in  a  matter  that 
fo  nearly  concerns  you  :  But  Sir  !  There’s  one  thing  more*,  there’s  a  cer¬ 
tain  ili  Fate  attends  Marriage  —  Horns  Sir  >  are  you  not  afraid  of  being 
a  Cuckold  ?  ,l  •  ; 

Job.  A  Cuckold ;!  ha,  ha,  ha  — -  I  fee  he’s  a  little  foolith  a  Cue- 
kold  Sir,  Udftiafh —  in  Salisbury  they  know  not  what  it  means.  ’Tis 
your  Loudon  Airthat  breeds  Cuckolds:  Here’s  your  horny  Forrefr-t*— 
But  lldihafh,  they  fay  here  a  Courtier  can’t  walk  the  ftreets  without 
being-  perpetually  troubled  in  returning  the  Complements  to  fome  of 
his  Cuckolds:  Belidcs,  they’r  fo  general  a  Society  here,  that  nobody 

minds ’em - - but  in  Salisbury - if  a  man  is  fufpedted  to  be  a  Cuckold^ 

he  prefently  gets  into  Office,  either  of  Condable,  or  head  Churchward 
den,  that  his  degree  may  'recover  his  difgrace  , — -  Nay  for  better  fecu- 

rity^' 
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my,  Tome  of  ’em 'Padlock  their  Wives :  And  lldflu.ttv  that  is  certainly 
tlie  fafett  way  >  and  I  wonder  the  Citizens  here  don’t  take  it  into  Confi- 
deration*  .  ,c  <  .  v 

Harr.  Get  one  of  the  Common  Council  to  petition  the  King  tor  an 
A£f  of  Parliament  to  that  purpofe. 

Tub.  ’Tmay  be  necettary  as  things  Band  fometimes—— But  fee  here 
■comes  Flaile:  Udfhafh  my  Brother  too,  now’  for  a  peak  of  Wit. 

\  Enter  Zechid  and  Flaile- 

2ech.  Hah  Toby  —  Beangarfon  touch  Flefh,  touch  Flefh  :  Wellcome 

to  Town  i’faith - upon  honour  thou  lookft  well,  only  -thy  Clothes 

a  little  difguife  thee  j  but  no  matter,  where’s  my  Father,  hah  —  Ban¬ 
dog  and  I  have  been  feeking  him  this  hour,  prithee  where  is  he  > 

Tub.  Gone  to  the  Tavern  with  an  old  Friend  of  his. 

Zech.  Cornel  Let  us  go  thither  toos  Upon  honour  the  Tavern’s  a 
fweet  place,  and  next  to  the  Play-houfe,  themoft  becoming  a  Gentle.. 

man  of  any  thing - Sir  I  kifs  your  hand,  and  beg  your  [To  Harry. 

Pardon  forneglo&  in  Salutation :  But  my  Eyes  being  ferenely  fix’d  upon 
my  Brother, there  happen’d  an  accedcntal  Eclipfe  between  my  imprifon'd 
Afpedt,  and  Sir,  your  Perfon  :  But  the  Luminaries  of  my  Soul  being 
kindled  by  dilcretion,  I  have  now  liberty  to  acknowledge  and  amend  my 
•fault  committed  in  point  of  Demeanour. 

Tob.  What  /  What’s  all  this  >  lldfhafh  ZechieVs  mad  — ■ 

Harr.  Sir/  I  am  very  unskilful  in  a  Repartee  of  this  Nature,  and 
therefore  beg  your  excufes,  if  all  I  can  fay  is,  that  your  wit  had  no  oc- 
■cafion  for  half  this  Apology. 

Zech.  Sir,  your  very  Servant.  Toby,  Come  let’s  to  the  Tavern, 
upon  honour  I’le  make  thee  drunk  tonight,  give  me  thy  hand.  What 

dull - flat, —  like  a  Poet  in  a  Church,  prithee  hold  up  thy  head  and 

laugh  Man,  and  let  us  ling,  and  roar,  and  drink  away  the  night  1  ke 
Sons  of  Thunder,  to  morrow  will  be  time  enough  to  fee  my  Father. 
Hey,  come  along  Boy.  Bandog,  Sirra,  you  fhall  go  too.  You  fhall 
drink  Bumpers  out  of  your  Cuttard-Cap  you  Rogue,  and  be  drunk  for 
the  honour  of  your  Countrey  — —  [ [Strikes  ojf  Flailes  Hatj 

"lob.  Yes,  yes  /  He’s  mad - 

Flail.  ’Slid  !  For  ought  I  fee  you  need  no  Wine  :  Prating  will  in  a 
fhort  time  make  you  too  drunk  for  any  civil  Mans  company. 

Zech,  Well  %faid  Flongbjhare :  Why  how  now  Bully !  Bill  in  thy 
Dumps !  not  a  word  to  fave  a  Mans  longing  >  [To  1  oby. 

Prithee  look  up  and  fpeak  like  a  Man  of  Worfhip;  ’Sdeath  I  muff 
new  mould  you  e’re  we  part;  I  perceive  that  you’l  degenerate  elfe* 
Upon  honour  he’s  no  kin  to  me  that  is  not  as  brisk  as  a  Dancing-Matter. 
Give  me  the  Spirit  of  Converfation,  a  Man  that  fings,  and  talks,  and 
ranghs^and  Bare  s  —  and  comes  aloft  thus  with  agility,  hah. —  [Faults, 

Harr » 


- 1  oe  vv  my  i  aije  um\  - ^  — , 

Barr.  Like  a  Taylor  ore*  a  Wafhtng-block  Well,  T  muft  leave 

i  for  the  Difeafe  of  Folly  is  as  catching  as  that  of  the  Plague?. _ 

Gentlemen  your  Servant. 

Zech.  Ah  Sir,  you  will  not  leave  us:  Shall  we  not  break  a  jeft  toge¬ 
ther  o’re  a  Glafs  of  Burgundy)  Upon  honour  a  Man  of  Wit  is  to  me 
as-  welcome  as  a  Beautiful  Woman.  Tobyy  addrefs  your  felf  the  Gentle¬ 
man,  your  Friend, 

T ob,  Sir  !  the  Truth  is,  my  Brothers  a  little  off  oth’  Hooks,  but 

will  quickly  away- — ’Tis only  the  over-flows  of  Writ.  You  know 
the  old  faying,  Sinealiqua  Dementia  mbits  Blmbm  l  This  Wit  i?  plaguy, 
troublefome.. 

Harr .  Right  Sir.  Thercforoto  prevent,  lie  take  my  leave  till  foms: 
other  time.  [Exit Harry. .• 

Is  he  gone?  Dam  him  he  has  no  Money  now,  not  a  foiffe  —  I  know  it. 
Upon  honour,  in  this  age  a  Man  knows  not  who  to  bellow  his  Gallantry, 
upon:  If  he  gets  among  Perfons  of  Quality,  they  are  fo  Critical,  that 
he  has  not  matter  enough  to  work  on :  If  among!!  the  Vulgar  •>  ’tis  loft- 
upon ’em  -,  for  the  fence  of  paying  a  Reckoning,  makes-  them  as  dull  as- 
^Cantabrigian  newly  enter’d  into  Orders. 

Flail .  Ay,  this  Londons  a -wicked  place,  that’s  the  Truth  on*t. 
Che’  have  gone  3  mile  about,  and  can  hardly  fee  ought  but  Ale-houfem 
and  Taberns. 

Tob.  Nay,  the  word  is,  one  can  hardly  know  a  Church  from  a  Ta¬ 
vern,  but  only  the  Church  hasne’r  a  Sign. 

Zech,  A  good  Obfervation  1  Gad  Tie  pinch  thee  for  that.  Pinch  him. 
Bandog ,  leave  your  Church  you  Dog,  and  execute  my  Mandates* 
Ha,  ha,  ha*  [_Kickj  away  bit  Sta  ffs  be  falls  down; 

Tsb.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  up  again  Flail\  there’s  no  h3rm*done,  Udfhafh  / 
Zechiebs  grown  an  arch  wag. 

Flail.  Arch  quoth  a !  ’Slid  he  has  broke  my  Nofe  —  P’e  laugh 
Ah  you  may  be  afham’d  o’  your  A&ions.  Your  Worfhipful  Father, 
wou’d  ne’r  ha’ferv’d  mezo. 

Flail.  Nay!  No  anger  Flaile!  No  anger!  What's  a  fall  toaMan 
o5  thy  parts  5  Upon  honour  3tis  cuffomary  here  to  give  or  take  a  fall: 
from  any  Man,  efpecially  among!!  Erends. 


2>r^  Belhmore,  Mr.  Manly,  and  Footmen  pafs  over  the  Stage. 

Bella.  Sirra  take  this  Letter,  and  do  as  I  command  you,  away —  you , 
fhall  find  me  in  the  Mail -  .  [Ex.  Footmen, , 

Gome  Manly ,  lets  away - how  now  ?  Who’S  here?  My  Fop  of 

the  ‘Temple  Jaekf  This  is- he  I  told  thee  of.  I  won  300  Guineys  of 
him  t’other  night  at  Back-gammon. 

ManL  'Twas  vvcll  you  won  'em  :*  They  might  elfehave  been  thrown 
away  upon  one  of  far  lefs,  merits  for  I.  fee  he  has  a  kind  of  a  lohng 
Face?. —  hc’l  ne’r  thrive  at  play,  -  > 


'■  0 


"*ieck  My  Noble  Lord  !  *1  kifs  your  Lordfhips  great  Toe,  Worthy 
Sir  your  Adorer.  Upon  honour  my  Lord  you  had  the  mod  Victorious 
Chance  t’other  night  !  ever  knew:  But  fince  it  was  my  Fortune  to 
lole,  Fate  did  me  a  great  honour  in  chooling  your  Lordflup  for  my 
Conquerour.  . 

Bella.  Sir/  the  mod  worthy  arc  dill  morefubjet  to  ill  chance,  and 
Vis  as  abfolutely  impoffible  for  me  toexcufe  my  own  good  Fortune, -as 
to  enlarge- upon  you^r  Merits.  '  ; 

Zech.  Ah  !  Your  Lordfhip  o’rewhelms  me  in  the  deluge  c  f  your  Gal¬ 
lantries.  Be  pleas’d  to  know  my  Brother  my  Lord.  *Tistrue,  he’s 
meanly  apparel’d,  bccaufe  newly  come  from  the  Bledingof  1500  a  year 
in  the  Country,  to  fpend  a  Month  or  two  in  Town  — ^  but  elfeupon 
liooour  of  a  good  feature,  draight  Back,  and  a  Head  of  mod  hopeful 
expectation.  ,  *  -r 

,  Beta.  He  feems  no  lefs  Sir.  I  wifh  I  had  leifure  to  comment  upon 
his  Perfections 

Zech.  Then  here’s  my  Bandage  tough  Rafcaha  Fellow  of  fo  drange  a 
Condi tution,  that  ’thas  been  often  difputed  which  was  the  better  bred, 
he  or  his  Oxen !  Upon  honour  a  fecond  Hobfon  \  my  Lord,  an  everl^c 
ding  Pifj ugh:  (hare  — :  do  but  view  him !  Stand  forth  O  Man  of  Motley  ! 
Ha,  ha,  ha- — -he  blufhes  upon  honour,  he  changes  Countenance. 

Manl.  Not  for  a  worfe  I  hope. 

Beta.  No  not  unlefs  he  fhould  deal  one  off  the  Poles  at  London 
Bridge.  But  come.  Prithee  *lets  away:  Such  another  deferiptioft 
would  induce  me  to  beat  this  Fellow  for  fpoiling  my  Stomach  to  my 
Dinner  •- —  \_Afide. 

Zech.  WhaCs  that?  Dinner!  Will  your  Lordlhip  dine  with  me? 
adifhoF  Partredges,  and  a  Jowl  of  Salmon  (  my  Lord.  ) 

Beta .  But  your  fa  wee  is  feurvy,  and  will  doubtlefs  corrode  upon  my 
Nature.  ■  •  ■■ 

Zech.  Gad  !  the  bed  fawce  in  the  World.  This  Fellow  was  Cook 
to  the  King  of  France ,  and  upon  honour  is  the  mod  ingenious  in  his 
Function  of  any  Man  in  Chridendome. 

Man .  But  Sir,  our  intrigue  lies  anothe'r  way.  r 

Beta.  Sir,  we  are  to  day  Men  of  great  Bufinefs,  and  there  is  apreffing 
Affair  that  requires  indant  performance :  Therefore  adieu, [E&.Bel.Man. 

Zech.  This  is  the  bane  of  our  Nobility.  ,Prid£. —  Sloth,  arid  ill 
.Manners  undoes  the  Nation. 

Lob.  A  Lord  quoth  a  :  If  ah  Lords  have  no  more  breeding  than  this, 
the  Nation  is  like  to  have  a  hopeful  Houte  of  Peers.  Udfhafh,  I  could 
have  carried  matters  better  than  fo  my  f elf" - —  For  with  reverence  be 
it  tpoken,  and  under  the,  Rofe,  my  Lord  was  as  unmannerly  a  Fellow 
as  lever  faw. 

Flail ,  Ha,  b.3,  hr  — -He  a  Noble  Man,  and  puntilio  no  better. 
Byth’  Maf:  the  Maior  of  our  Town  has  more  manners  by  half 
,  •  ^  •  -  Zech. 
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Zecb.  Pihav^-—*  What’s  matter  ?  Let  ’em  go,  upon  honour  I  (corn 
their  Ignorance,  and  to  let ’em  fee  the  Power  of  a  Man  of  Wit:  Thou 
and  I  will  Lampoon ’em.  I’lc  teach  thee  within  this  three  days  to  be  a 
Man  of  Mode  j  and  thou  (halt  talk,  and  roar,  and  fight,  and  fing  even 
with  the  be  ft,  nay  Cocks  of  all  the  Bullies .  Lie  teach  thee  the  moll 
new  and  dextrous  way  of  picking  Wenches  up.  Then  thou  (halt 
know  their  tempers,  conftitutions :  Whether  they  are  ith*  Boat  or 
may  be  Boarded.  Thou  (halt  know  every  thing  Boy.  l’le  be  a  true 
Brother  to  thee. 

Tob.  Hoy  Boys,  then  I’lc  warrant  Tie  learn  quickly  :  Nay  Udihafb  — 
I’m  very  quick  at  any  thing  I  give  my  mind  to. 

Zecb,  No  more  blowing  of  Nofes  on  your  fleeve,  nor  twirling  of 
Band- firings,  d’e  hear?  but  when  you  are  in  Company,  Cock  your 
Hat,  place  your  Arms  thus,  look  like  the  Son  of  ’Thunder ,  and  cry 
Hoh. 

Tob.  Hoh  —  Udfhafti  /  I’le  warrant  thee  Pie  do’t. 

Zecb.  Then  we’l  have  our  names  alter’d  :  Let  the  old  Prophets  keep 
their  Appellations,  we’l  be  new  Chriftned:  Mine  (hall  be  —  Filloflorida 

thine  RomftveU  ~  Hey  RounfiveU :  Upon  honour  it  founds  rarely - 

and  then  for  humour. 

Tob.  Ay,  ay,  I  warrant  thee  Boy  /  If  lean  but  get  a  little  Wit  into 
this  Pate  of  mine,  let  me  alone  for  humour. 

Zecb.  Then  my  Pitbagoras ,  (hall  thou  and  I  make  a  Tranfmigration 
of  Souls.  Thou  (halt  marry  my  Miftrcfs,  and  thy  Wife  (hall  be  my  ( 
Gracious  Paramour  :  1 7  Puncks  (hall  be  thy  proportion,  thou  (halt 
Beep  in  the  comfort  of  clean  Linnen >  Wench  with  a  fafe  Confciencc, 
and  eat  no  moretreth  Beef  at  Supper  *  but  the  Fle(h-pots  of  JEgyft  (hall 
fatten  thee,  and  the  Graftiopper  flourHh  in  thy  Summer. 

Tob.  Hoy  /  Rare,  rare  PbtJIorolido !  Prithee  give  me  a  note  o’  thy 
Name*  Ud(ha(h  I  (hall ne’r hit  on’t  elfe - 

Ztcb.  Come  away  then,  we’l  go  prefen tly  and  practice  — 

And  to  the  Tavern  door  make  our  Approaches, 

Like  Hearing  Gallants  rufhing  from  Gilt  Coaches. 

[Exeunt* 
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ACT.  II. 

Scene  r.  T&e  Mail. 

Enter  Lord  Bellamore  rfw*/  Manley. 

BeE*.  A  F°ol  Vacuum  in  Nature*  a  Prolix  dory  without  Margi* 
JLX  nal  Notes  *  in  whofe  Company  a  man  neither  gets  credit 
nor  profit :  If  lie  be  Rich  his  greateft  perfedion  is  Avarice  :  If  Poor, 
he  is  altogether  defpicable,  and  unfit  for  Society  ” 

Manl.  lam  not  of  your  mind  *  for  if  Profit  turn  the  Scale,  there’s 
certainly  mod  to  be  got  by  half-witted  peoples  and  as  to  the  difgracc, 
the  Notion  of  a  Fool  is  fo  general,  and  there’s  fo  many  forts  of  ’em, 
that  a  man  lofes  not  an  Inch  of  Reputation,  but  rather  gets  credit  by 
their  defed.  - 

Enter  Page. 

Bella.  Now  Sirra  !  what  news  ? 

Eages  I  deliver’d  your  Letter  as  your  Lordfhipdireded  *  and  fhc  de¬ 
fires  your  Vifit  to  be  as  fpeedily  as  you  can  *  for  fhc  has  a  Kinfman  that 
about  an  hour  hence  has  ingag’ d  himfelf  to  wait  on  her  •  whofe  Com¬ 
pany  (he  fears  may  be  very  prejudicial. 

Bella .  I'lebe  with  her  prefently  ,  JatkJ  I  mud  beg  thy  pardon. 

Manl.  What  an  affignation  my  Lord  !  A  Love- challenge  I  warrant; 

Bella .  Even  fo  i’ faiths  and  I  mud  thither  indantly,  Where  (hall 
we  meet  at  night  ? 

Manl .  At  Lambs  with  the  Tidies  and  a  Talboy. 

Bella.  Agreed  :  I  will  not  fail  thee  —  Jacl^ farewell. 

Sirra  follow  me  - —  [Exit  Bell,  and  Page. 

Manl.  So!  lam  glad  it  happens  thus*  I  (hould  elfe  have  been  put 
to  the  trouble  of  excufing  my  abfence  from  him*  Let  me  fee,  ’tis 
now  five  a  Clock  !  at  fix  I  promis’d  Celia  to  vifit  her,  andjris  abfence 
gives  me  a  happy  opportunity.  To  perform  it,  Tie  take  a  wralk  rout^i 
the  Park,  and  by  that  time  ’twill  be  very  near  the  hour.  Man. 

Enter  Zechiel  and  Toby  in  a  new  Suit . 

Ztch .  Splendid  and  Gent  ?  upon  honour  thou  art  Metamorphos’d  *  - 
a  Courtier  of  the  fird  Edition.  Thou  had  theTowm  Air  already,  and 
wearfl  thy  Clothes  y/ith  a  boon  mene.  Walk  a  little!  walk  /  ah  — 

obferve 


T he  Willy  Falfe  One .  i  t 

obfervc  always  to  keep  your  Toes  outward,  and  ycur  Elbows  as  far 
back  as  you  can  ;  that’s  right !  give  me  thy  hand  :  Upon  honour  thou 
art  a  modifh  Fellow - 

7 ok  lldfhath  - —  I  mud  quarrel.  I  fhall  not  be  a  right  Gallant  till  1 
have  beaten  fome  body,  or  am  beaten,  it’s  all  one:  Hah!  PhiHoromin: . 
Plague  on’t  I  (hall  never  hit  of  thy  name. 

Z ech.  Thou  (halt  beat  a  Conftable  to  night,  thou  and  I  will  fcour 
through  the  Flannel  Mermidons ,  and  come  off  Conquerors',  nay,  ra¬ 
ther  than  fail  thou  lhalt  beat  me:  But  Tie  ha’  thee  flefh’d.  Stand 
here !  Suppofe  me  now  a  Drawer,  and  that  I  had  been  tardy  in  pro¬ 
curing  a  Wench  according  to  your  order:  What  wou’d  you  do  oth 
fudden }  .  * 

7ob,  Do !  Why  thus  ?  a  Box  oth’  Ear  for  a  Prologue,  you  know 
that’s  but  reafonable  — -  *  [Striker  him . 

Zech.  Right  upon  honour.  ’Tis  neceflfary  —  but  forward. 

7'ob .  Hoy,  Scaramouchi ,  Rafcaly  Pvltron,  Popinjay !  Son  of  20  Fa¬ 
thers,  befides  out-liers,  comers  and  goers;  mud  a  Man  of  honour 
wait  your  leifure,  you  Dog,  and  mifs  his  necelTary  diverfion,  through 
the  negligence  of  fuch  a  Scarab;  Udsbores,  I’le  beat  thee  into  a  Tripe. 
No  haft.?  No  attendance  >  -  \_Beats  Zechiel. 

Zech.  Hold,  hold/  ha,  ha, ha;  the  right  Town*  humonr  Ned>  Flafli 
to  the  life. —  ha,  ha,  ha.  Let  me  kifs  thee  for  this ;  if  thou  canft  but 
get  the  art  of  gleaning  from  Plays,  and  remember’d  but  my  Rules  for 
picking  up  Wenches  ;  upon  honour  in  a  thort  time  not  aJkJJy  Rock  of 
’em  all  can  come  near  thee  for  Gallantry. 

7ob ♦  Ay ;  but  they  fay  the  bed  way  of  picking  up  Wenches  is  to  (peak 
Bawdy  to ’em,  and  the  Truth  is,  I  am  a  little  fliame-fac’d  atprefent; 
but  I  (hall  quickly  come  to’t. 

Enter  Arbella,  Conftantia  and  Page. 

Arb,  So  pleafant  and  fo  inconftant  a  Temper  till  now  I  never  knew  : 
Her  Carriage  is  fo  graceful  and  obliging,  that  ’tis  infinitely  delightful  to 
all  Companies ;  and  if  (lie  happens  to  fpeak  of  love,  me  thinks  there 
flows  a  fweetnefs  from  her  Language,  that  charms  the  Ear. 

Conft.  And  yet  fhe’s  falfe  as  Hell ;  fo  ftrangely  wedded  to  incondancy, 
that  the  Town  begins  to  take  notice  of  her,  and  fpeak  the  more  loudly, 
as  being  ignorant  of’her  quality  f  Sirra  carry  that  Letter  as  I  directed 
you - 

7ob.  Udftrafb!  Here’s  Women  Brother;  good  Boy!  Tie  begone: 
My  Heart  fails  me  already.  I  (hall  never  be  able  to  fpeak  to  ’em. 

Zech .  Not  fpeak  to ’em  /  Upon  honour  thou  (halt,  bravely  too. 

What  flinch  in  thy  fird  Charge.  Come  back  for  ftiarne;  obfervemc, 

Pie  begin  —  Tie  introduce  thee - Ladies  !  the  Devil  take  me  if  it 

be  not  a  Maxime  againft  Reafon  and  Civility,  for  you  to  walk  thus 

C  2  *  without 


c^uflBffgnMac; 
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without  Servants.  But  obliging  Fortune,  a  particular  Friend  to  your 
Sex,  has  Tent  hither  for  that  Employment  my  Brother  and  my  felf  *  and 
if  your  pleafure  . — •  s 

Arb.  Sir  /  you  will  add  very  much  to  our  pleafure  to  leave  us  •,  for 
we  are  in  fo  ill  a  humour,  that  the  Overtures  of  your  Imaginary  Witt 
will  be  loft  upon  us. 

Zecb.  Leave  you!  Shall  l  leave  a  Lady  to  the  Tyranny  of  Melan- 
cholly,  that  may  be  diverted  with  the  pleafure  my  Company  :  Madam, 
I  know  more  of  the  Pun&ilio’s  of  Civility  than  fo  •>  therefore  as  I  was 
faying,  My  Brother  and  my  fclf — . 

Canft.  Oh  Heavens  Madam  /  This  is  the  very  Fool  that  my  Father  de* 
figns  me  to  Marry. 

Arb .  It  feems  he  knows  you  not. 

Conjh  No  s  he  never  faw  me  but  once,  and  then  ’(was  at  a  Window* 
Zech,  My  Brother  and  my  felf  Madam,  two  of  the  moft  accom- 
plifh’d  Sparks  it h’  Town  — 

Arb.  Two  of  the  molt  conceited  Fops  ith’  Town - 

Zecb.  That  fhall  be  pundtual  in  obfervingyour  Commands. 

Conjt ,  That  fkaall  be  beaten  moft  unmercifully il  you  (lay  a  little 
longer. 

Zecb*  Beaten  Madam  /  What  ra(h  Prefumer,  carelefs  of  his  life, 

dares  think  a  thought  like  that - Beaten  / 

'fob,  Udfhafh,  (lie  has  quell’d  my  Courage  already,  wou’d  I  were  at 
home  again. 

Zecb .  But  I  fee  Madam  you  are  difpofed  to  rally :  Beaten !  There 
goes  more  to  the  beating  of  a  Man  of  Parts,  than  you  imagine.  Upon 
honour  I  was  my  felf  once  fo  well  skill’d  in  beating  people, that  the  He¬ 
rald  had  like  to  have  given  me  a  Batto'on  for  my  Creft  *,  thereby  to  have 
fignaliz’d  my  Valour  to  Pofterity. ' 

Arb.  I  wonder  you  mifs’d  fo  decent  an  Honour;  For  I  am  of  opi-. 
nion  5twas  an  excellent  Device,  and  very  fuitable  to  your  new-coin  d 
Gentility.  V  ^ 

Zecb.  New-coin’d  !  Damme,  this  comes  of  walking  without  a 
Foot. boy;  Brother  prithee  come  and  efpoufe  my  quarrel.  Thefe  E- 

ternal  Talkers  have  made  my  Throat  as  dry  as  a  Spunge  already _ _ 

Come  V  Addrefs,  Addrefs  They  tell  me  that  ours  is  a  new.coin’d 
Gentility.  _  ;  . 

Conft.  Well  Sir,  and  what  has  your  large  quantity  of  Wit  to  fay  on 
thisoccaiion  ?  .  . 

Spb.  I  fay  !  why  I  fay - Say  you  what  you  will:  The  Family  of 

the  filburies  is  an  Ancient  Family,  God  blefs  the  Royal  Family,  as  any 
Family  in  Chriftendome,  and  he  that  fays  the  contrary  is  the  Son  of  a 

Whore,  and  my  Brother  here  (hall  cut  him  into  Steakes _ 

Zecb,  Well  (aid  Rounlival. . 


Arb 


n -  The  Witty  balje  One.  ^ 

Arb.  ’Slight !  Prithee  let’s  away  j  this  angry  Fool  will  beat  us. 

hob.  So,  fo- —  now  they  begin  to  fear  me:  I(hall  do  well  enough* 
The  Goat  of  the  1'ilbury’s  nevv-coin’d  —  lldfhafh  ’tis  as  old  as  cIilbury 
Camp ,  and  that  was  in  the  fame  year  with  Noahs  Flood. 

K  Cottft.  Infulferable  Impertinence/  They  may  well  be  Brothers,  for 

their  united  Folly  out- vies  their  Confanguinity. 

Enter  Manley. 

|  ^  ^  J  -  -  • '  -■  ■  ] 

ISv  '  v  '  ,  1  • 

I  Manl ,  Madam!  the  Mail  may  now  boaft  of  aTIappinefs  unparalld’d, 

enjoying  the  fweetnefs  of  your  Company. 

Arb .  Still  your  Rhetorical  Vein  Mr.  Manley ,  you  confider  not  the 
weak  Capacities  of  Women. 

ManU  Yes  Madam :  I  may  confider  it ;  but  amfufficiently  fatisfied  in 
my  knowledge  of  your  Capacity  to  think  it  mean  :  But  me  thinks 
your  looks  are  not  fo  lively  as  ’tis  ufually  :  Your  Eyes  have  loft 
part  of  their  fire:  No  late  lofs  I  hope  Madam  has  caus’d  this  alte¬ 
ration. 

Arb .  None  Sir.  only  a  little  molefied  with  the  prefent  heat,  and  the. 
continual  buzzing  about  of  Flies  that  haunt  me. 

Manl.  Flies  v  I  underhand  you  Madam. 

‘lob .  Come  i  I  think  we  had  beft  go  :  Here’s  feme  mifebief  hatching. 

;  y  Zecb .  I’le  not  ftir  upon  honour,  what  a  Pox  he  dares  not  draw  in  the 

Mail . 

Manl  Sir  /  I  fee  your  Prefence  has  the  misfortune  to  be  diftaftful  to 
thefe  Ladies,  to  whom  I  have  the  honour  to  be  known:  Therefore 
’twillbecomeyouand  your  Brother  Fop  there,  to  leave ’em,  and  retire 
,  to  your  better  Conveniences. 

Zech.  Brother  >'Fop  Sir  /  Upon  honour  you  licence  your  Tongue  by 
the  priviledge  of  the  place  i  fuch  an  attribute  (hould  not  have  pafs’d 
unreveng’d  elfe  . —  but  Sir  a  time  will  come  — 

ManL  When  Khali  cut  your  Throat  Sir :  ComeLadies,  Ilcbeyour 
Guardian  i  Let  thefe  Mulhrumes  hand  if  they  dare.  The  refpedt  I 
bear  the  Noble  Company  that  ufually  Walk  here,  ties  up  my  Swords 
but  if  they  fleep  on’t  hang  me.  [Ex,  Manl.  and  Ladieiy 

Tob .  lldfhalh  !  I’le  go  hire  a  Coach,  and  into  the  Country  imme- 
•  diately. 

Zech .  The  Country  !  Such  another  word  and  Pie  renounce  thee  for¬ 
ever  >  Prithee  think  no  more  on’t  :  He’l  be  hang’d  before  ke’l  chal¬ 
lenge  us. 

lob-  I  fee  he  has  a  murd’rous  intention,  and  ’tis  an  aft  of  prudence 
to  be  careful. 


Enter, 
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'  ■  ■  ■  *!  r  f  •  *  *  *  (  * 

V  ’  '  '  ’ 

*  ’Enter  Flaile, 

Flail*  Oh  have  I  found  you  at  lad  ?  I  wonder  where  the  Dickinsyon 
ramble  !  ch’have  fearch'd  all  the  Coflc-houfen  and  Taberns  ’twixt  this 
and  ffejlminjler  for  you:  What  byth5  Mafs  my  young  Mr. Toby  turn'd 
Gallant  too.  Whoop !  by  Coxounty  what  a  change  is  here*  Come 
you  mud  go  to  Sir  Arthur  Oldloves  to  your  Father  :  Byth’  Mafs  he’s 
almod  out  on’s  wits  for  you. 

Zech.  Go  Bandog  \  tell  hint  we  come,  and  Sirra  bid  him  get  a  Bot¬ 
tle  of  Claret,  and  a  Neats  Tongue  ready  —  Go  —  Brother  come, 
cheer  up  :  Pox  ont,a  Rencounter  is  nothing  when  thou  art  us’d  to’t— — 
Prithee  let’s  be  merry  — . 

* Fob .  If  this  Man  had  not  come  to  didurb  us,  I  could  have  been  very 
merry  * —  lldflia(h  I  could  have  beaten  the  Woman  into  a  Jelly,  but 
no  matter,  Time  and  Experience  (hall  mend  all.  [^Exeunt  i 

Scene  a.  : , 

Eater  Madam  Fickle  and  Silvia. 

'  i'  ■  ••  * .  ' '  \  i ;  „ 

Fick.  Is  he  come  /  give  me  the  Glafs.- 

Snlv*  Yes  Madam,  and  I’ve  led  him  into  the  Parler.  I  proved  he’s 
a  handfome  Man,  and  one  that  in  my  opinion  little  deferves  the  Cruelty 
you  intend  him. 

Fich*  Call  you  Afle&ion  Cruelty  ? 

_  Silv.  Flattery  in  Aflfe&ion  is  extreamed  Cruelty,  I  know  you  love 
him  not :  I  have  heard  you  often  confefs  it :  and  to  poffefs  him  with  a 
belief  you  do,  and  at  lad  dafh  his  hopes  with  a  denial,  is  a  horrid 
Torture. 

Fick^  I  am  glad  he  moves  your  Pi  ty.  Do  you  love  him  ? 

Silv.  I  commiferate  his  Fortune  —  his  love  is  a  Happinefs  too  high 
for  mej  but  good  Madam,  let  me  prefume  to  ask  the  reafon  why  you 
ufe  all  your  Lovers  thus  > 

Fickt  Well, in  hopes  to  make  thy  diligence  the  furer,I’le  tell  thee  why. 

’  T was  my  unhappy  Fate  fome  three  years  fince  to  fall  in  love, 

To  give  away  my  Heart,  and  throw  my  felf  into  the  Arms  of 
One  of  mean  difcent . —  and  alfo  ilender  Fortune :  Yet  had  Dediny 
So  link’d  my  Soul  with  his,  that  each  kind  glance 
Shot  from  his  darting  Eye,  me  thought  went  through  me. 

I  lov’d,  nay  and  ador’d  with  fo  much  zeal, 

I  cou’d  have  dy ’d  — - .  nay  willingly  been  tortur’d  : 

I  thought  he  couid  not  wrong  my  Innocence  >  for  then  I 


Sweat 
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ine  vviiiy  raije  une.  - 

Swear  I  was  f©  innocent  I  knew  not  what  fin  was  * 

Yet  this  deluding  Wretch!  this bafe Seducer,  although 
I  flighted  all  for  him,  laught  at  my  fervent  _ 

Palfion,  fcorn’d  and  left  me,  and  when  I  thought  his  Heart 
Was  mine  for  ever,  ’twas  then  mofl  treacherous,  and  fartheft 
From  me  :  Therefore  I’ve  made  a  Arid:  and  folemn 
Vow,  on  the  whole  Sex  to  execute  revenge  — -  Flatter,  and 
Wheedle  all  I  can,  and  ever. 

To  pradfcice  to  enfnare  —  but  to  love  — —  never  — 

Silv.  The  firangefi  revenge  I  ever  heard  *  but  I  doubt  not  Madam 
in  a  (hort  time  Love  will  alter  your  condition. 

Fick;  Tie  venture  that  — Go  and  Condu&  him  hither,  and  fetcb 
thy  Lute  andfing.  [foci*  Silvia; 

\/s  SONG. 

Beneath  a  Shady  Willow  near, 

A  Rivers  purling  Streams  ; 

A  Area  Carelefs  of  her  Sheep , 

With  folded  Arms  lay  fa(l  afleep , 

Foffefs'd  with  Golden  Dreams ; 

Her  wording  faculties  fupplydt  withdrowzy  fleep  deny'd  b 
For  oft  Jhe'd  figh ,  and  [mile,  and  grafp  the  Air , 

Thinking  her  much- lov'd  Celadon  was  there . 

But  as  this  fee  ping  harmlefs  Maid} 
hay  rap'd  in  filent  Joy. 

V offering  all  that  could  be  fought , 

In  fetter'd  fenfe  or  happy  thought . 

Her  Swain  came  fjhing  by > 

He  eager  of  fucb  rapting  Blifs ,  awaked  her  with  a  Kifsy 
She  Blufhingrofc  and  cry* dy  unhappy  Fate  l 
Ah  Celadon  thou  now  art  come  too  late* 

Enter  Bellamore. 

•  »  • 

Bella*  Mirror  of  Beauty  /  Abftra&  of  perfection, 

Sweeter  than  Banks  of  Roles,  and  more 
Glorious,  than  the  Bright  Emprefs  of  the  Ruddy 
Morn  >  when  early  Titan  rifes  ™* 

Fick^  So  early  in  your  florid  Vein  myLord.i  thought  that  12  at  night 
had  been,  always  your  facetious  hour :  For  Heavens  fake  no  more  of  this* 
You’l  lofe  your  felf  in  thefe  Hyperboles, 

k-  B- *  * ^  B elh%» 
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\  B tVa.  To  lofe  my  felf  in  you  —  were  to  find  Heaven  - —  hahi~~  Gad 
Me  thinks  I  have  exprefs'd  my  felf  in  as  decent 
A  whining  Method,  as’tis  poihble  for  a  Lovertodo. 

-  Come!  fhal  I  we  abroad,  my  Coach  is  at  door  :  Prithee  let’s  to  the  Park* 
tbs  a  tine  Evening.  ' 

Fickj  No,  I  am  oblig’d  to  day  at  home  to  receive  the  Viiit  of  a  Knnf- 
inan,  that  fent  word  he  would  wait  on  me. 

Bella.  A  Pox  on  Kinfmen  !  Gad  we  have  other  Bufinefs  than'  to 
rrfnd.  Relations  i  in  thefe  Cafes  an  aftignation  difappointed  with  one\ 
of  them,  is  no  more  than  the  telling  of  a  Lye,  or  an  ordinary  Frailty  > 
but  to  fpoil  an  amorous  Intrigue  when  perfonsare  not  at  all  times  pro.  ' 
vided,  i’gad  his  a  molt  inhumane  offence,  and  merits  condign  punifh- 
ment  in  the  World  to  come.  j 

Fickj  Ay  Sir  —  but  this  is  fuch  a  Kinfman 

Belia .  Such  a  kinfman  ?  Why  the  nearer  he  is  related  to  you,  the 
better  he  may  ftay;  The  cold  bufinefs  of  Confanguinity  is  feldom  ty'd 
to  an  hour,  once  a  week,  or  a  month  will  ferve  the  turn  well  enough, 
but  the  prefling  affair  of  Love  brooks  no  delay.  The  minute  mud  be 
watch’d  that  guides  our  Souls  to  perfect  joys,  and  they  who  negledt 
areFools; 

Fick^  Well,  if  Impudence  be  a  Grace  in  a  Lover,  I  fwear,  my  Lord, 
you  have  as  Lrge  a  portion  as  any  one  I  know  :  What  man  but  you 
durft  contradidf  his  Miftrefs  thus  ?  v 

BlIIj.  What  WToman  but  you  durft  provoke  a  Lover  thus  ?  Nay  one 
that  is  to  marry  you  *,  and  confequently  to  have  power  to  Tyrannize 
9  rer  you*,  To  lie  with  you  but  once  a  week,  and  then  with  an  ill 
will  too,  To  fend  you  into  the  Country  to  look  to  your  Dairy  ;  To 
keep  a  Mis  in  Town,  and  live  three  times  beyond  my  Eftate,  according 
to  Cuftbm, 

Picks  Is  it  not  alfo  in  my  power  to  befalfe  >  Is  my  Beauty  fo  mean 
think  you,  that  no  one  wou’d  make  Addreffes  ?  Lies  it  not  in  my 
ability  to  wheedle  you  into  a  Belief  of  Love,  and  at  lad  to  forfake 
you  — — affure  your  felf  it  does — ►  but  Heaven  knows  m  too 
eon  dan  t. 

Bella.  A  Miracle  in  Nature./  A  Notion  of  fo  drange  an  extrava¬ 
gance,  that  the  very  found  is  incredible !  Gonftancyin  Woman  is  a  fe- 
cond  Maidenhead:  ’Tis  loft  e’re  they  know  they  have  if,  and  your 
Conftitution  Madam  certainly  tends  that  way,  and  the  Truth  were 
known -  *  \ 


Fick^  He  little  thinks  how  right  he  gueffes - 

Billa.  But  fince  you  are  in  fo  ill  a  humour,  and  are  refolv’d  to  fpend 
this  Afternoon  here  likea  Turtle,  folitarily  in  your  Cage,  I’le  leave  you, 
and  ftrive  to  divert  my  felf  with  other  Company  :  I  have  a  Prefent  here 
too,  which  I  interded  to  Dedicate  to  you*  but  to  the  Mclancholly  all 
things  are  diftaftful.  -  $ 


i 
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Ficl{ .  A  Neck-lace  of  Pearl /  I  muft  not  lofe  that  fo  EH.  ufe  your 
pleafure,  ray  Lord.  "  The  Vertue  of  a  Prefent  feldom  makes  me  fond  of 
any  Mans  Company. 

Bella.  You  think  I  warrant,  this  indifference  becomes  you  extreamly. 
That  modifh  turn  of  your  head,  and  glance  of  your  Eye,  you  imagine 
was  infinitely  taking:  Eut  Madam,  lam  nowin  a  more  ferious  hu¬ 
mour,  and  not  to  be  faofd  with  fuch  Dilatory  motions,  fo  beg¬ 
ging  your  pardon  for  my  obftruding  your  Kinfmans  Viiit  ^ — I  take 
leave - 

Fickj  Well  /  I  am  the  very’ft  Fool.  I  fwear,  my  fondnefs  makes 
you  infult  over  me  >  another  Woman  wou’d  have  made  you  comply, 
and  be  glad  to  ask  her  pardon  ;  but  my  good  Nature  makes  you  flight 
me. 

Bella.  No,  this  addon  has  indeer’d  my  Soul  to  thee,  and  I  amfafler 
thine  than  ever :  Oh,  I  could  live  for  ever  in  thy  Arms  —  feed  on  thy 
Lips,  and  furfeit  with  thy  Kiffes. 


Enter  Silvia. 


Silv.  Madam  the  Gentleman  is  come: 

E'.ck.  Unlucky  minute/  Sweet  my  Lord  away  i 
I  wou’d  not  have  him  fee  you  for  the  World. 

Bella.  The  Devil  blow  him  hence  in  a  Whirlwind  :  I  will  obey  you  i 
but  by  Heaven  with  as  ill  a  will  as  ever  Coward  Taught  a  Duel*  but 
fince  it  muft  be  fo  — -  adieu.*.  Nay  do  not  furtile  upon  me  >  by  the  Lord 
I  fhall  tire  your  Kinfmans  patience,  and  ftay  if  you  do.  Farewell.  A 

Pox  upon  him  I  fay - Farewell  Madam.  |  Exit, 

Fick^.  So,  there’s  one  difpatch’d.  I  was  fain  to  tell  him 
’Twas  aRinfman,  to  get  him  gone  the  fooncr  - —  ftay  >  this  is  my  paf- 
fionate  Lover  one  that  Wooes  by  Method,  and  fpeaks  blank  Verfe. 
Now  rr.uft  I  change  my  temper  fuitablc  to  his  Tone,  and  fpeak  in 
the  fame  ftile  :  Let  me  fee',  When  Sapho  lov'd !  Oh  Heaven!  What 
throngs  of  woes  eppref'd  her  harmtefs  Breajl?  Very  well — -  I  have 
it  rarely.  Now  to  my  Pofture  —  This  book  —  Languifhing  Eyes  —  ~ 

So  . —  And  necelfary  Handkerchief  to  wipe  Imaginary  Tears  off - 

So - The  Devil’s  in’t  if  this  is  not  Melaneholly  enough.  Here  he 

comes.  :.f;.  ,  ;  :  its  at  the  Table, 
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Enter 


'Enter  Manky. 

Manl.  Life  of  my  Soul  bright  Treafure  of  the  World, 
Queen  of  perfections,  and  the  bed 
Ot  all  thy  Charming  Sex  — -  What  Difitial  Fate 
Has  caus’d  this  alteration  ?  Why  are  thy  Eyes, 

Late  the  extreams  of  Glorious  Light,  now  clouded  l 
Adding  more  trouble  to  the  frighted  World, 

Than  when  the  Sun  Eclipfed  threatens  a  Chaos.  \T  'J 
Fick^.  Pardon  my  Frailty  Sir :  1  have  not  learn’d  the 
Power  to  diflemble :  Who  cou’d  read 
1  he  haplefs  Fate  of  wretched  Ariadne  ? 

Hear  Thefeiu fa  1  (hood,  and  the  piercing  Mones 
Of  a  didrefs’d  Maid?  By  Love  undone, 

Eefc  all  alone  within  a  Defart  Ille, 

And  not  pay  Tribute  of  a  Tear  or  Two  to  grace  the  dory. 

Manl.  ’ T was  a  horrid  ad  i 
And  I  confefs  deferves  it  *  but  in  us 
That  Love  and  Glory  in  the  Paffion,  *tis 
Not  fit  Defpair  fhould  Tyrannize. 

F ickj  Let  them  defpair  that  merit  no  return^ 

My  paflion  has  been  permanent. 

Man.  And  mine 

.The  trued  Heart  that  e’re  obey’d  the  Didates 
Of  Loves  Imperial  Power,  from  that  hour 
'  That  fird  obtain'd  my  Eye  the  happy  Objed 
Of  your  Perfedions,  my  poor  fetter’d  Heart, 

Proud  of  the  Chains  of  fuch  a  Conquering  Beauty, 
Refolv’d  to  Grace  the  long  widf  d  Vidory 
With  a  perpetual  Condancy. 

Fic\  And  mine, 

Blefs’d  with  thePleafure  of  your  Loves  Addrefles, 

Grew  proud  of  fuch  a  Fortune ;  Happy  Celia 
Wou*d  I  oft  cry  i  if  thou  cand  purchafe  him. 

Thy  Race  isfinifh’d,  th’abdrad  of  all  Love, 

Vertue  and  Valour  :  Then  with  my  Minds  Perfpedive 
Wou’d  I  furvey  your  Soul,  and  figh,  and  covet : 

Love  to  my  fenfe  fuch  pleafing  Motions  brought.. 

That  I  waslod  in  my  own  various  Thought. 

Man,  Sweet  Creature  !  Oh  tny  Soul  how  I  adore  thee  l 
The  tranfport  of  whofe  touch  has  power  to  kill : 

If  tfhou’d  vidt  often,  fpeak  fweet  Charmer, 

Will  you  be  always  true  ?;  always  thus  Conftant  t 


Tick*  Conftant  T  Alas!  what  power  have  1  to  change 
When  you  poflefs  my  Heart. 

Manl,  My  Soul/ 

Fickj  My  Heart  ! 

Manl.  My  Life/  My  Vital  Spirits  /  Oh  Heaven  I  fool  my  felf  in 
too  much  Love,  and  dote  on  my  own  Happinefs. 

[Kneels  and  kjfies  her  Hand, 
Fickj  He’s  finely  caught !  Wit,  where  art  thou  now  } 

Manl,  Ei  ring  Philofophers,  that  Knowledge  prais'd 
Above  the  Blifs  of  Women,  Women,  Delicious 
Women,  Women  the 

Quinteffence  of  Nature  :  Heavens  Treafures 
Fram’d  to  enrich  Mankind,  and  make  ’em  Deities  t 
Travel  fond  Cynick  through  the  fpacious  Globe y 
Dive  through  the  Sea.  Thence  through  the  Airy  Region 
Soar,  to  find  out  new  pleafures^  and  at  lafi, 

When  thou  haft  known  the  Joys  of  Earth  and  Heaven, 

Believe  with  me  it  terminates  in  Women. 

Enter  Silvia* 

-V*;;  ^  ' 

Sih,  Madam  your  Kinfman  is  below,  and  defires  the  favour  of  your 
Company. 

Fickj  Unfortunate  Minutes  for  Heavens  fake  Sir  begone  :  I  am  un¬ 
done  if  he  fees  you.  Heark  !  he’s  coming  up. 

Manh  Was  ever  Fate  like  mine  —  Wear  this  Sweet  Creature,  and 
remember  me  —  [A  King. 

So!  adieu  Divineft,  Sweeteft,  Kind  eft  /  O  Heaven  !  , 

Muft  I  begone  ? -  [Exit  Manley. 

Fick c  Ha,  ha,  ha  y  I  think  I  did  it  to  the  life  !  Silvia ,  didft  thou, 
hear  our  Court  ? 

Sih,  Yes  Madam  and  I  fwear  I  pitty  the  poor  deceiv’d  Gentleman. 
Ficl{.  Pitty  him,  prithee  talk  no  moreon’t  ••  but  who  is  that  below? 
Sih,  The  Young  Brisk  Gentleman  that  fell  in  love  with  you  yefter- 
day  y  he  that  your  Ladyfhip  gave  the  Song  to. 

Ficl{.  Tell  him  I’lecome  to  him.  [Exit  Silvia*. 

Now  for  a  Brisk  Airy  Humour  to  agree  with  the  Temper  ot  this  Fook 
This  is  the  mofteaiie  Fop  of  all  my  Pretenders. 

There  needs  no  Net  for  him  y  his  own  a&ions  are 
His  beft  Betrayers.  The  other  two  I  confefs  have 
More  wit :  But  what  then  ?  Love  makes  a  Dunce  of  a. 

Couucellor,  and  their  fondnefs  proves  as  prejudicial 
As  t’others  folly.  OMcn  !  Silly  Men  !  That  fetter’d  with 
A  Smile,  forget  the  Bufinefs  of  their  Creation  y  the  Motives 
Of  their  Honour  y.  and  the  fafety  of  their  Countrey  _  Thus 


Far  my  revenge  is  prosperous  >  and  Tie  forward.  My  Panthers 
Breath  (hail  draw  ’em  to  the  Snare  >  my  Tongue  (hall 
Charm  i  rr»y  Smiles  kindle  Loves  Fire  in  their  amorous 
Souls,  till  they'r  fcorch’d  feverely  >  then  for  fake  ’em 
Whild  in  my  Bread,  my  Heart  obdurate  Flint 
Shall  hear,  and  yet  not  pitty. 

Thus  all  flrall  know  that  were  like  me  refus’d, 

No  Serpent  like  a  Woman  when  abus’d.  \_Exetm* 

Finis  Attn*  Sectmdi 

f  '  '  *  ;  r*  '  •  -  4..-- 
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ACT.  III. 

Scene  i. 

Enter  Sir  Arthur  Oldlove  (  ridiculoufly  dr  eft,  bung  with  Medals  )  Til¬ 
bury,  Jollymanj  Dorell. 

£  A  ‘Table  with  Scull ,  S word ,  Vial,  S booing-horn. 

Box  and  Fick^ooth,  cum  ceteris* 

Sir  Arth.QVl  R,  5tis  no  matter  what  the  World  thinks.  The  World 
O  think  >  why  let  it  think,  I  fay  once  agen  >  *tis  fuch  as  we  re¬ 
deem  loft  time  from  its  Chaos  of  Confufion  >  Is  there  any  thing  more 
pleafantthan  Antiquities?  The  knowledge  of  thediftin&ion  of  Ages,  or 
the  deeds  and  manners  of  the  Ancient,  I  fay,  is  there  any  thing  more 

pleafant  ? - Oh. happy  Romans  that  took  this  into  confideration,  for 

my  own  part  I  am  nothing,  a  man  of  Ignorance,  a  meer  Reptile  in  thefe 
Rarities.  > 

JolL  Every  man  in  his  humor,  and  let  the  World  rub  \  Appetite  and 
Fancy  are  two  great  Monarchs  that  fway  Mortality,  and  hang  pinching, 
udsbores  *tis  fit  they  fhou’d  be  fatisfi’d  >  but  good  Sir  Arthur ,  what  are 
thefe  }  Doubtlefs  thefe  are  Rarities  too. 

Sir  Arth.  Right  Sir,  and  fuch  Rarities,  that  were  their  worth  valu’d, 
the  Weft-Indies  were  too  fmall  topurchafe  them. 

Tilb.  I  warrant  this  has  been  fome  Princes  or  great  mans  Scull,  ’sbo- 
dikins  he  looks  ftill  with  the  face  of  Authority. 

~  Sir  Arth  Fie,  fie.  Sir,  your.Hat  on:  ThisRelique  fhoud  be  toucht 
with  reverence,  but  your  ignorance  muft  excufe  all— — Pray  ftand  a  lit¬ 
tle  back  and  give  attention  This  Scull,  this  noble  prudent  poli¬ 
tick  Scull,  once  belong’d,  or  as  I  may  more  properly  fay,  was  pertinent 
to  the  Body  of  St  Gawaine ,a  Knight  of  the  round  Table. 

7ilL  St  Gawaine  l  A  Dutchman,  was  he  not  ?  I  believe  I  know  fome 
of  his  Relations. 

Sir  Arth .  A  Dutchman  l  oh  infupportabje —  Sir,  did  you  ever  know  a 
Relique  made  of  the  Scull  of  a  Dutchman  ?  No,  he  was  a  Britain  Sir ,  a 
hardy  Britain ,  and  Nephew  to  the  famous  King  Arthur  of  happy  memo¬ 
ry  >  and  this  Scull  was  laterefident  in  Dover  Caftle,  brought  thither  by  a 
fam’d  Antiquary,  whofe  name  time  has  outworn,  and  fince  purchas’d  by 
me,  to  illuftrate  this  City,  amongft  the  reft  of  my  memorable  Antiqui¬ 
ties.  3.J  «.  ybcJ  yfi  z'nl  gried  ..  > 

•  -  Joll.  Very  well,  Sir,  proceed.  :  :  th  ?. r  .  ' .  bu r.:.  7 
y.  Sir  Arth  And  this  here  is  the  fam’d  Hero,  Sir  Lancelot  du  Lake* s 
Sword.  E  Tilh 
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Ti/&.  1*1 1  warrant  this  has  been  the  death  of  many  a  Conftable  >  but 
methinks,  Sir  Arthur ,  the  Ruft  has  been  a  little  too  bold  with  it.  - 

Sir  Arth.  Ah  Sir  L  Ruft  adds  to  an  Antiquity,  ’tis  our  Friend  :  And  we 
that  are  skill’d  in  thffe  matters,  can  by  the  Ruft  on  a  Sword  tell  how  long 
it  has  been  durable. 

Joll.  Hang  pinching,  ’twas  well  difcover’d  *  I  fee  a  man  may  live  and 
learn,  tho’  he  be  never  fo  old,  good  Sir,  forward. 

Sir  Arth  This  here  is  a  Shooing-horn,  d’  mark  me— Hats  off  Rill — - 
"  pray  obferve  it - a  Shooing  horn - — 

JoU.  ' Tis  fo. - -  [Call  S ervant . 

Sir  Arth .  This  Shooing-horn,  Gentlemen,  the  firft  that  ever  was  in¬ 
vented,  was,  with  reverence  be  it  fpoken,  the  neceflary  implement  of  the 
Queen  of  Sheba ,  and  left  by  her  carelefs  Chambermaid  at  Jerufalem,  after 
hervifit  -to  King  Solomon, 

Tilb.  By  Sijago -an  admirable  difeovery,  sbodikins  who  would  have 
thought  (o  much  ancient  Honour  could  depend  upon  a  Shooing- 
horn. 

Joll.  Very  ft  range!  very  iirange  !  by  St.  J ago,  as  you  fay,  but  the 
ftranger  the  merrier,  the  merrier  the  better  company,  and  fo  hang  pinch¬ 
ing,  l6t  ‘the  World  rub.  »  - '  &I  tp. ■Mfipidioa  uitfl  ' 

Sir  Arth .  This  is  the  Silver-box  that  Nero's  Beard  was  kept  in  *,  ’twas 
in  theVatican  300  Years,  and  lately  prefented  to  me  by  a  Friend  of  mine, 
a  man  of  great  authority  in  Rowe. 

7ilh.  Somewhat  like  a  Tobacco-box- -  ■  >  d 

Sir  Arth ,  No  comparifons,  good  Sir,  but  obferve,  this  is  the  Rubbing-  ? 
Brufli  of  Silvias  Otho, and  this the  Picktootfoof  Meliogabaluk. 

Joll.  Carefully  preferv’d  from  the  ruines  of  time, 

,  To  grace  your  Study,  S/>  Arthur. 

Sir  Arth.  Laftly,  this  laft - tho’ moft  precious  and  beft  of  all  my 

R cliques ,  this  Vial  is  full  of  the  tears  of  St.  Jerom,  in  former  Years  pen¬ 
dant  upon  the  Spire 'of  St.  Sepulchres  Steeple  v  but  by  my  indulgent  care 
and  great  charge  redeem’d  from  thence  when  the  C  ity  was  on  fire*  . 

1  Ub.  A  thing  of  moment,  Sir,  and  worth  your  diligence. d  ■  . 

'Enter ■ -Servant* 

4  M  .  ;  •  ■ .  i  i 

•  •  *11  J  . » 

Serv  $ir5  there’s  two  Gentlemen  below  defire  admittance. 

Jilk.  Sbodikins  my  fons,  my  fons  :  Sir  Arthur ,  I  order’d  them  to 
come  hither, that  they  might  fee  the  Ladies  you  writ  me  word  of.Friend 
ihew ’em  the  way  up — — •  [Lx.Serv. 

Sh' Arth*  You  did  well  Sir  v  Borelly  go  fee  if  my.Ncece  be  at  leifure, 
and  bid  my  daughter.cpme hither.  ££*.  Lor. 

JoV .  Ay,  ay,  come,  hang  pinching,  let’s  fee  the  Lady,  let  Women; 
make  up  theConfort,  and  then  let  the  World  rub,  there’s  mirth  and  fro¬ 
lic  k  in’t  \  but  without  Vyomca,  udsbores/tis  prolix  5ti$.impejtinent,’tis 
•  -  ^  every 
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every  thing  HI,  and  nothing  well  >  hang  pinching,  Women ,  Women,  I 
fay. 

Tilb.Wdl  faid  5-and-50,by  St.  Jago  thou  grow’fl  young  agen^hou’rt 
a  very  Boy. 

Joll.  Not  frozen, not  frozen,  heart  whole,  and  warm  enough  to  keep 
out  Weather*,  udsbores,  when  I  was  i-and-20, 1  was  the  fprightly’ft 
Fellow— I  cou’d  have  fung  and  danc’d,  and  leapt  and  jumpt— -hey  troll- 
faith — but  ’tis  paft  now' — however  I  am  found — hem — not  foold, 
but  I  am  a  jolly  man  Bill,  and  hang  pinching,  let  the  World  rub. 

SirArtb.  Well,  I  fay  {fill,  there’s  nothing  fo  becoming  as  Gravity. 

Enter  Zechiel,  Toby  ^^Flaile. 

Hlb,  Zechiel — — my  Boy — how  dofi:  thou — kifs  me  Grra— -s’bud.I 
am  glad  to  fee  thee — they  tell  me  y’are  grown  an  arch  Wag — hah  — 
how  now !  what  Metamorpbofis  firra  !  where  got  you  them  Cloaths  ? 

[To  Tob. 

Tob,  Now  muft  I  give  him  a  private  Item,  or  this  ignorant  old  Fool 
will  difgrace  me  before,  all  the  company.  ,  [Takes  bint  afide . 

Tilb.  Oh  !  are  they  fo  Sir  ?  Well,  God  give  ye  joy : 

But  Zechiel,  prithee,  what  News  in  Town  ? 

Doft  thou  thrive— hah  — • 

Zecb,  Thrive  !  there’s  a  Salisbury  queftion  already  *,  upon  Honour, ’tis 
pity  my  Father  was  no  better  bred  :  Sir,  the  nourifhing  facundity  perti¬ 
nent  to  our  fphere,  has  beftow’d  a  better  Talent  on  me  than  can  be  poilib- 
ly  acquir’d  by  Fortunes  donation,  and  therefore-' Noble  Sir  Arthur ,  I 
fue  to  kifs  your  hand  —  I  was  fo  bury ’din  my  Fathers  Careffes,that  I 
proteft  my  eyes  were  Tray  tors  - 

Sir  Arth.  Sir  !  I  hope  you  and  I  fhall  have  a  nearer  affinity  and  know¬ 
ledge  of  one  another  ere  long.  [  Tob.j furveys  Sir 

Arth.  Cloaths. 

Tilb.  By  St  Jago  my  pains  were  ill  employ’d  elfe  !  Why  I  came  to 
Town  for  that  purpofe - - 

Sir  Arth.  But  where’s  your  Brother  Sir  ^ 

Zecb.  Here  Sir — taking  a  particular  view  of  your  Habit — • 

Upon  Honour  Sir  Arthur,  methinks  your  Cloaths  are  not  made  according 
to  Mode. 

SirArtb.  Mode  — ah  good  Sir,  no  more  o’that,  no  Modes  I  befeech 
you  :  my  Habit  is  the  Mirror  of  my  Mind, little  do  you  know  the  value 
of  this  outiI.de  :  Sir,  in  brief, ’tis  more  than  the  Kings  three  Dominions 
can  purchafe. 

'lob.  udfhafh  !  I'd  like  to  have  fpoifd  all,  I  took  him  for  a  M'orrice- 
Dancer.  ,  '  .  r 

r  f  « 

Sir  Arth .  To  difplay  my  meaning  more  plainly  Sir, this  Medal  was  the 
Badge  of  Peace  ’twixt  Scanderberg  and  the  Turks  •>  this  was  the  Doublet 

E  t  of 
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of  Gufiavus  Adolphus  >  and  thefe  Breeches,  renown’d  be  the  tatter’d  Li¬ 
nings,  were  the  Breeches  of  Pompey  the  Great  •,  he  was  call’d  Pompey  th* 
Great ,  by  reafon  of  thefe  great  Breeches# 

Joll.  Peace  be  to  the  ancient  Cobwebs  betwixt  the  (earns  >  Sir  Ar¬ 
thur,  your  Servant, I  muft  go  feek  my  fon :  Odsbores  here’s  the  Lady — • 
I'll  (lay  a  little  longer  now,  and  let  the  World  rub> - 

*  •  "  ,  Enter  Conftantia.  ). 

Sir  Artb.  How  now,  where’s  my  Neece  * 

Conft.  Gone  to  the  Park  Sir,  with  my  Lady  Arhella . 

Sir  Artb.  Park  !  What  without  my  permUfton  ?  Paffion  o*  me,  I  (halt 
have  her  fto!’n.  Hufwife,  this  is  your  fault,  you  $^re  (till  prating  to  her 
of  thepleafureof  Intrigues  as  you  call  ’em,  Well ,  thefe  new  damnable 
Cuftoms  utterly  undo  the  Nation.  \ 

Conft.  Sir,  I  am  not  her  Guardian,  tho’  you  are  >  nor  mr^Lthink  it  a. 
particular  of  my  duty  to  pry  into  her  adlions*.  .  ^  .  r  . 

JoV*  This  certainly  the  Lady  Hurry  told  me  of,  udsbores  a  merry 
Mufhrum  I’ll  warrant  her. 

Sir  Arth .  Well,  ftnce  ’tis  (o,  we  mud  pra&ife  patience,  and  Mr  Tilbury 
it  (hall  be  my  care  hereafter  to  have  her  ready  for  your  fons  addreffes.  — 
in  the  mean  time,  pray  Daughter  know  this  Gentleman,  whom  I  have 
cle<fted  for  your  Husband  £  Zech  abides  bis  facey  and  goes  backward.^ 
And  let  it  be  a  mark  of  your  duty  to  ufe  him  kindly.  Come,  Sir, along, 
along —  a  young  brisk  Fellow,  and  fo  backward  — he. 

Zecb.  The  very  fame  Woman  I  affronted  in  the  MaPy  What  (hall  I 
do,  (he’ll  difcover  me*. 

T'ilb .  Why  how  now  Grra,  what  flinch,  recreant,  daftard  —  Bodiki/s 
thou  art  a  dilgrace  to  th’ Family  >  th’  Tilburies  have  been  good  HoJders- 
fbrth  for  above  this  po  Years,  and  (hall  they  now  be  dafh  d  like  a  Knight 
at  a  Bear-bating  v  for  (hame  to  her,  to  her  agen  I  (ay,  by  St  JagoYW 
cudgel  thee  forward  if  thou  dofonot.  [Toby  breaks  the  ViaL 

Sir  Artb.  Mercy  a’me,  what’s  that  ? 

Job.  No  harm,  no  harm,  only  a  little  Vinegar  Bottle,  an  accidental 
Mifohance,  as  I  hope  to  be  fav*d  Sir  Arthur. 

Sir  Artb.  How!  the  Vial!  oh  Heav’n  the  Vial  !  What  St  Jerom  l. 
Stjerom'stz  ars!  oh  Hell !  Fate!  Death  !  Deftiny  !  Fm  undone,  loft/ 
ruin’d  for  ever — the  Vial  1  St  Jerom  s  tears  fpilt,the  Holy  Relique  fpoil’d*. 
oh  I  am  miferable,  oh  infopportable  lofs.  Out  of  my  doors  thou  Varlet  ^ 
away  ,1  abominate  thee,  deteft  thee,  and  thy  whole:  Race'  for  this  deed* 
away,  I  fay^St  Jerom  l  St  Jerom  !  oh  difmal  accident ! 

Titb.  Good  Sir  have  patience, Til  make  reftitution. 

Sir  Artb.  Patience  1  Reftitution  I  *sbud  both  th e  Indies  cannot  do’t* 
Hadft  thou  burnt  my  Houfe,  murder'd  my  Wife  and  Daughter,  ftol’n  my 
Hate,  any  thing  but  thiSjl  cou’d  have  forgiven^butto  difoblige  St  Jerom 

St  Jerom 


j .  vc  vr  nvy  i  mjt,  vru, 


*7$ 


St.  Jerom  \  O  infufferable  /  infufferabk  L  ’tis  a  capital  crime,  and  not 
to  be  forgotten  / -  [  Exit. 

"I tlb.  Sirra,  this  is  your  unlucky  hand.  Come,  we  mult  go  and  com¬ 
fort  him,  he’ 1  run  mad  elfe — -  [Ear.  Tilb.  Jolly  man. 

Conft,  So,  I  hope  this  accident,  and  my  Fathers  anger,  will  be  a  means 
to  keep  me  from  the  future  impertinences  of  this  Fop.  Lord/  how  you 
.look,  Sir  .  What’s  the  matter  ?■ 

Zech.  Nothing,  Madam :  onely  a  little  troubled  at  my  Brothers  late 
mifcarriage,  and  the  difturbance  of  the  Company. 

Conft.  You  may  repair  that  inconvenience  in  the  Mall  to  night  Sir - 

there  will  be  variety.. 

2ecb.  A  pox  on  her,  (he has  difcover’d  us/  Well,  Madam,  I  guefs; 
your  meaning  >  and,  though  my  behaviour  exprefs’d  a  little  too  much, 
the  freedom  of  the  age.  That  I  can  give  my  felf  this  fatisfadlion,  That 
I  did  nothing  but  what  was  Courtly,  and  like  a  Gentleman. 

Conft.  A  Gentleman  of  the  firft  rate  I  grant,  Sir  i  that  is,  an  infign- 
nificant  Squire,  whofe  addreffes  are  fo  formal  and  common  that,  yourr 
Fleetftreet  Prentices  have  better,  whofe  head,  hands,  and  body,  are  di- 
verfly  imploy’d  in  fafhioning  a  bow  *  and,  when  he  fpeaks,  he  might  be 
call’d  a  walking  Bagpipe,  being  oblig’d  to  hisnofe  for  gracing  his  utte¬ 
rance. 

Fob..  Nay,  if  you  talk  of  Nofes,  here’s  a  Note,  and  udlhafh, under  the 
Rofe, another  manner  of  Nofe  than  yours  is,  if  you  go  to  that. 

Conft.  Suitable  to  the  owners  perfon,  I  confers  >  and  were  my  judg¬ 
ment  askt  in  this-particular ,  Pfhou’d  guefs  your  Nofe  and  Underhand* 
ing  to  be  much  of  a  length  s  onely  there  is  this  difference,  your  Nofe  is 
more  vifible,  but  both  very  equivalent  to  your  perfon  and  behavi¬ 
our. 

Fob.  Madam,  let  me  entreat  you  to  be  fb  much  your  own  friend,  as; 
not  to  queftion  my  behaviour.  The  fhame  will  be  yours ,  if  you  do,  I 
aJffure  you  that — ’Sbud,  1  knew  how  to  behave  my  felf,  before  you: 
knew  how  to  < — (mum,  I  had  like  to  have  fpokeit — Jtodifcern  be¬ 
haviour. 

Conft.  Your  brisk  air,  bone  Meine,  and  gentile  garb  expreffes  it*  Sir.. 
You  are  the  exact  picture  of  your  Brother,  there :  Nature  drew  you; 
from  its  Copy.  And,  Sir,  (he  has  furnifht  you,  as  the  World  may  fee, 
and  you  your  fdf  doubtlefs  imagine,  with  all  graces  pertinent  to  your 
Sex :  but  we  are  feated  in  fo  relentlefs  an  Air  ,  that  I  proteft  I  am 
blind  to  your  perfection,  and  you  appear  to  me  a  very  ordinary  perfon,, 
confidering  the  advantages  you  have  of  Impertinence,  Impudence,  and 
good  Clothes.  What  your  Brother  may  be  in  my  Lady  Fickjes  eyes  I' 
know  not :  but  if  fhe  defires  his  Company  as  little  as  I  yours,  we  fhall 
bothfleepwithoutdreamir.gr  Call  Jollyman, 

Zecb.  Damme,  Tie  be  gone.  This  eternal  fleerer  will  jear  me  to  a 
Confumption-^Come  Foby^  let’s  to  the  Tavern,  and  rare  to  night ;  Tie 

warrant 
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.  >  'wkrtant  Ace  I  le  procure  a  -Couple  of  Females,  that  (hall  be  good  Com' 

'pany’  and  glad  of  ours— This  is  the  mo  ft  everkfting  Repertee: — 
Ounds,  (he  has  given  me  the  Oripi^g  of  the  Guts  initudying  an  An- 
fwer - Come,  come  away. 

Tob.  JVHI,  l  am  certainly  the  unlucky’ft  fellow  in  the  World  :  Why 

'{hould  not  I  be  now  as  witty  as  thee? - —but  onely  Natures  a  fon  of 

a  Whore, Deftiny’s  a  Slut,  and  Fortunes  a  Bitch  >  or  elfe  M'en  had  had 
-predominance  in  talk,  not  Women :  well,the  Devil  will  have  e’m  for’t 
one  day,  that’s  my  comfort.  \_Exemu 

Conji.  Hard  fate  of  Women,  that  beftow  your  hearts  where  is  no  re¬ 
turn  :  and  that  often  hate  fuch  as  love  e’m.  If  Manley  knew  I  lov’d 
'him,  I  queftion  the  fuccefs ,  and  yet  without  a  hazard  nothing  is  per¬ 
fected.  I  wonder  Ihave  no  Anfwer  of  my  Letter.  I’m  fure  he  had  it.* 

•  -but  I  muft  have  patience,  !  expeCl  th5  event,  as  time, gives  opportu¬ 
nity.  .  *  -  :  -  -  ,,  ■  .  ,  \ 


Enter  Jollyman. 

*"'l>  "iii  •  **-  1  •  i'  -.-  '/.u  ;  ..  ;/  .  i  ;•  '  p  -  ■  i  a 

Jell.  Your  fervant  Lady. 

'Your  Father’s  in  an  extravagant  rage  yonder  about  breaking  his  Vini- 
gcr  Bottle.  His  Relique,  as  he  calls  it.  Nothing  can  pacify  him.  He 
'TwearS'he  will  fill  another  with  his  own  tears,  and  never  ftir  abroad 
till  'tis  •ffniflit.  I 

■r  Con ft.  1  is,  what  pleafes  his  humour,  Sir.  I  hope  he  has  gain’d  fo 
much  of  time  to  fatisfie  hfimfelfin  every  particular,  without  difgracing 
"his  Quality,  or  reproaching  his  years. 

Joll.  Prettily  expreft  that  :  Udsbores,  Madam, you  fpeak  well,  pithy, 
and  to  the  purpofe.  My  Son  Harry  has  a  Love-intrigue  with  a  Lady 
that  lodges  in  this  houfe,  and  pardon  my  prefumption,  at  firft  I  thought 
you  to  be  theperfon. 

-  Conti .  No  Sir !  I  am  not  the  perfon  s  and,  becaufe  I  am  loath  to  fee 
good  Nature  abus’.d,  I  !e  tell  you  a  fecret.  Therefore  know,  this  per- 
(on  your  Son  loves  is  at  this  time  engag’d  to  twenty  befides  this  old 
•Gentlemans  fon  you  faw  here. 

Joll,  How!  Twenty  pretenders  ! 

Conft.  At  leaft,  Sir :  all  which  (he  wheadles  for  revenge  or  profit,  with¬ 
out  the  leaft  deftgn  of  Love  or  Marriage :  for  to  tell  you  the.  truth,  Sir, 
(however  fecrctly  fhe  carries  it )  (he’s  marry’ d  already. 

Joll  Why  then  my  Son  is  wheadled. 

Conjl,  Very  near  the  brink  of  a  precipice  allure  your  felf. 

Joll*  lie  go  inftantly  and  difingage  him  :  This  was  a  lucky  difeove^ 
ry,  my  Sen  gull’d-;  no,  my  Caution  (hall  fecure  him  from  the  danger, 
and  then  let  the  World  rub. 

Conjl.  Sir,  I  had  not  prefum’d  to  fo  free  a  Relation ,  had  I  not 

1  known  how  nearly  it  concerns  you3  who  bear  an  eftimable  Character 

»  * 
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aipongft  the  greateft  Grandees.  Sir,  I  beg  your  pardon,  I f¥m&  vide  * 
my  Father.  u  [  Ex.  Conftanceo ; 

Joll.  Udsbores,  a  Woman  of  pretty  parts,  and  methinks  of  an  ex-  > 

cellent  humour - -  hah - old  Harry,  not  fb  old  yet  but  fuch.a  Nut 

may  be  crackt  .*  but  more  of  this  hereafter.  Now  to  my  Son,  He  get  > 
his  neck  out  of  theNoofe,  and  then  follow  my  own  Defignes  as.  ccca- 
lion,  ftrveS...  ([ESsfo, . 


Scene  2.  Coyent- Garden^  Letter. 


f  .  *  W  '  ■  .  !  i  i  »  *  J  Jj  *.  i  *  j  H  /  i  ,yj|  A  .  4  *  W  \  )  J  ▼/  '  X  #  i  l 

Harrt  Mejanpholly  tefither  the  dregs  of  Sicknefs  or  Love,  and  may  y 
properly  be  term’d  the  poifon  of  Iiie,  and  the  odium  of  Society  >  for  a. 
Man  of‘  ;W;it  that  is  melancholly,- and  fayes  nothing,  is  in  my  opinion  as 
unueceiTary  a  Creature,  as  a  man  that  wants  wit ,  and  fayes  every 
thing.  7  ;  . 

Map.  I  have  as  few  pretenfiqns  to  Melancholly  as  to  the  Wit  you0 
fpeak  of?  the  one  difagreeing  with  my  Conflitution  ,.ar\d  the  other  j 
furpaffing  my  Capacity..  ’Trs  true,  I  am  fomewhat  troubled  at  the  re^ 
ceipt  of  a  Paper  here,  which  is  the  reafon  my  face  is  not  dreft  in  my  . 
wonted  aire :  but  I  think  ’twill  hardly  induce  me  to  be  very  melan-,, - 
cholly.  ■ 

Harr.  A  paper  /  prithee,  What  is’t ,  a  Challenge  ? 

Man.  No,  Sir,  I  have  good  fortune- feldoipe  to  look  on  (uch  Mify  1 
lives  as  Challenges  with  a  clouded  brow.*  Tis  a  Letter  from  a  ftrangcr  r 
that  knowes  my  Amours,  and  takes  the  confidence  upon  her  to- tell  ; 
me  here  ,  My  Miftrefs  is  the  molt  inconfiant  of  Women. . 

Harr.  I’l  lay  my  life  a  malicious  defign  of  fome  Jilt  or  other-  ,  that 
intends  you  for  her  particular  ufe.  •  > 

Man.  The  Letter  difeovers  fome  affe&ion  in  the  Writer.:  but  my  • 
thoughts  can  never  carry  me  to  a  belief,  it  can  comf  from  any  of  my 
former  MiftreiTes:  fori  know  none  of  e’mis  acquainted  with  mypre^y 
fent.  Intrigue - —  here,  prithee  read  it,  ,v 


*  '  I  ■  <  *  '  [ '  i :  .  .  i  • .  * 

Harr.  TF  your  Sex  had  as  great  a  value  for  fine  ere  affeCtion,  as  for  in ~ 
reads.  X  conftancy ,  you  won  d  not  be  fo  ignorant  of  your  prejent  condition , 
nor  cherijh  a  Serpent  that  delights  to  jling  ye  $  I  mean  your  Mi 'ft rifs,  who ^ 
to  my  knowledge  bates  ye ,  as  much  as  another  loves  you ,  whom  y.Qur.  felf~ 
will'd  indifference  has  made  miserable*.  . 


I  confefs  this  is  MyftkaL:  .yet  carries,  a  greater  .refemblance  of  truth,, 
then  fir  ft  I  imagin’d.  \  -  r  .  *  .  ,  ; 

Man .  An  Oracle  by  heaven  -  and- the  Devil  is  fo  cunning,  that  with- 
Imaginary  doubts  a  it  adds  an  ,in;tollerabl£: /addition  .to^  my  mi^for- 
tupes®  r 


Harr.  5Tis  certainly  a  general  plague,  pertinent  to  all  Mankind,  for 
I  have  a  Miftrifs  that  I  miftruft  too,  and  were  (he  not  extremely  obli¬ 
ging  ,  when  I  am  with  her  I  fhoud  be  more  dubious :  fori  never  come 
to  vifit  her, but  fbme  Kinfman  or  other  comes  to  interrupt  us:  fo  that 
certainly  fhe  muft  have  a  World  of  Relations,  or  elfe  I  have  this  Mis¬ 
fortune,  to  come  juft  at  their  hours  for  bufinefs — 

Man.  My  fate  to  a  tittle  :  by  heaven  juft  fo  I  am  tormented,  I  am 

fcarce  yet  within  dores - but  I  am  molefted  with  fome  Uncle  or 

other. 

Harr.  She  calls  her  felf  CIA\  one  of  the  Mufes  \  and  to  purfue  that 
humour,  I  went  to  vifit  her  laft  night,  and  ingag’d  three  or  four  friends 
to  entertain  her  with  a  Dance ,  where  we  were  fain  to  ftay  an  hour 
ere  we  cou’d  get  admittance; 

Mar.  I  hope  at  laft  your  patience  was  well  rewarded  by  her  kind  ac¬ 
ceptance  of  your  gallan  try  ? 

Harr .  Indifferently :  (he  appear'd]  to  be  very  merry  ,  and  expreft  a 
gracefull  thanks  for  the  Diverfion  I  gave  her  >  for,  the  Truth  is,  I  ac- 
cofted  her  in  this  manner,  the  more  to  endear  her  to  approve  my  paf- 
fion-  I  having  that  very  morning  fpoke  with  one,  that  ignorantly  con- 
feft,  his  Father  brought  him  to  Town,  upon  defign  to  Marry  her. 

Man.  That  was  a  lucky  difeovery.  I  hope  you  was  not  idle  in 
your  endeavour  of  fupplanting  him - 

Harr .  No  gad,,  I  did  make  thebeft  on’t  I  cou’d  :  for  I  went  inftant- 
fy  to  her,  and  with  the  beft  Rhetorick  I  had,  endeavour’d  to  weed  the 
Fool  out  of  her  thoughts:  'Twas  fortunes  bounty  alfo  tome,  to  find 
her  at  leafure,  and  alone  h  for  had  her  Guardian  tlnckle,  Sir  Arthur ,  been 
at  home  ,  it  had  been  impoflibfe  to  have  had  any  accefs  to  her. 

Man.  Who,  Sir  /  Who?  pray  that  laft  again. 

Harr .  Sir  Arthur  Oldlove.  The  Antiquary  here  in  Bridges-ftreet 3  (he’s 
his  Niece,  a  Widow,  an  approv’d  fortune.  or‘  *  , 

Man.  Hell  and  the  Devil.  The  very  fame  Woman  I  have  fbfigh’d 
for-,  but  I  fee  he’s  ignorant  that  I  am  his  Rival,  and  T1  get  all  I  can 
out  of  him,  that  I  may  have  the  more  to  upbraid  her  with  :  Well, Sir, 
you  made  a  happy  conclufion,  I  doubt  not  fhe  was  kind  without  feru- 
ple  afterwards,,  hah  - 

Harr .  By.Heav’n,  kinder  than  I  expend  :  fhe  told  me,  I  had  the 
largeft  fhare  in  her  heart,  and  fpoke  the  fweeteft,fofteft  things, ’twould 
>melt  a  man  to  hear.-  I  prefented  her  a  pair  of  Diamond  Pendants, 
which  fhe  unwillingly  receiv'd  s  and,  as  a  Crown  of  my  Courtfhrp,toId 
me  at  parting,  fhe  had  juft  before  thruft  away  an  impertinent  Suitor,  that 
came  to  make  addreftes,  purpofely  to  make  room  for  me. 

Man.  Very  well.  Dam  her, fhe  entertains  a  Legion  t;Tl  vifit 'her  hi* 
ftantl^j,  and  with  the  extrerheft  fentimfents  of  rage  and  jealoufie, 
^how’i  my  aftlided  thoughts  into  her  perfidious  breaft, 

«  c  >  ■ «-  i « • 
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Harr.  What  fay’d  thou,  was  it  not  pleafant?  what  a  pox  not  a 
word?  methinks  thoudoftnot  rellifh  my  difcourfe. 

Man.  As  well  as  a  Rival  can  Sir  :  One  that  has  the  fate  to  follow  the 
wheel  of  your  Chariot,  whild  you  triumph  in  Loves  Empire :  Hark’ee, 
for  your  further  fatisfaction,  this  Woman  you  fpeak  of  is  my  Midtifs 
too,  the  very  fame  perfon  intimated  in  this  Letter:  one  that  I  have 
Courted  this  fix  -Moneths,  and  was  in  hopes  within  a  week  more  to 
have  Marryd.  '  ■ 

Harr.  How,  Sir,  Marryd  to  my  Midrifs  ? 

Man.  Ay,  Sir,  to  our  general  Midrefs >  for,  as  far  as  reafon  imbellifhes 
my  judgment,  I  am  apt  to  believe  you,  and  I  come  but  in  the  Reer  of 
twenty  more. 

Harr.  Now  the  plots  unravelfd :  I  begin  to  have  a  knowledge  of 
the  vifitant  Kinfmaii  that  us’d  to  moled  us. 

Man.  One  of  which  I’m  of  opinion  often  ufurp'd  your  fhape:  all  will 
out  at  lad,  Sir:  And,  I’m  refolv’d  I’ll  not  red  till  I'm  refolv’d  that  I 
maybe  in  a  capacity  of  revenging  my  felf  in  the  blood  of  him  that  dares 
ufurp  my  right  in  her  affection.  [  Ex .  Manly. 

Harr.  Fortune  was  a  damn’d  Jilt  to  make  me  difeover  my  intrigue, 
nay  to  my  Rival :  Theonelyman  I  fhou’d  conceal  it  from.  Well,  I 
mud  not  deep  in  this  bufinefs;  if  die  be  falfe,  my  lofs  isthelefs:  but, if 
condant, 

My  Sword  my  Rival's  claimes  mu\\  (trait  remove^ 

Bravely  he  dies  that  Victim  falls  to  Love.  [Exit. 

Enter  L.  Fickle,  Arbella,  and  Friendlove  difgnu  d. 

Arh.  So  much  Beauty,  and  fo  many  attractive  graces  I  know  cannot 
want  adorers  :  but,  too  many  Lovers,  Madam,  in  my  opinion,is  like  too 
much  Money  ,  The  abundance  of  enjoying  takes  away  the  pleafure  of 
podedion.  * 

IL.  Fick^.  What  you  call  much  Beauty  in  Me, is  fo  little,  that  this  com¬ 
plement  you  make  me,  argues,  Madam, a  defect  in  your  judgment:  and 
as  to  my  fervants  ,  which  you  call  my  adorers,  they  are  fo  few  ,  and 
thofe  fo  meanly  fettered,  that  I  am  beholden  to  fortune  more  than  Beau¬ 
ty,  for  the  credit  I  have  got  in  the  Wrorld. 

Arab,  Fy,  fy  >  I  fwearyon  wrong  your  felf :  your  perfections  are  the 
general  difcourfe  of  the  Town. 

Fic\.  The  Impertinence  of  Fops  and  Citizens - a  man  of  wit  can 

find  a  better  fubject.  / 

Arb.  I  hope  .you  think  my  Lord  Bellamore  a  W;.t >  and,  to  my  know¬ 
ledge,  you  are  the  onely  Saint  he, adores:  a  pretty  man  by  Heav'n,  t.aTl, 
drait,  and  well  proportion’d,  onely  a  little  vain,  an  intolerable  Talker, 
thats  his  word  fault.  ’ 

F  Fick, 


¥kk*  Now  is  this,  to  my  knowledge,  a  Lye  of  her  own  indention. 
The  monlirous  effects  of  envy  and  jealoufie— ■■  —  Afide, . 

\Arb .  The  happinefs  I  wi(h  you.,  you  may  guefs  in  the  content¬ 
ment  I  (hall  receive  in  feeing  you  fo  well  marry’d. 

Fic ^  If  confiancy  and  immaculate  affe&ion  may  merit  happinefs,  I 
doubt  not  but  to  have  as  large  a  portion  as  another,  but  want  of  defert 
makes  me  fufped  th’  event,  although  I  know  he  loves  me" — ■  This 
fearches  her — •  Afide . 

Arb.  Infufferable  !  confefiion  !  Oh  I  cou'd  kill  her.  Afide . 

Fick.  Happy  chance !  fee  yonder  he  comes. 

Arb .  I’ll  take  my  leave. 

Fickj  Oh  fy  !  By  no  means.  Madam,  pray  (lay  a  little  longer. 

Arb.  I  will  not  for  the  World.  Some  other  time  I’ll  give  you  a 
reafon. ;  Till  when  your  humble  Servant.  •  n 

Enter  Bellamore,  asjhe  goes  out ,  meets  her . 

•  * 

Fell.  Madam  /  the  Parks  unhappy,  fo  foon  to  lofe  the  pleafure  of 
your  company. 

Arb.  Your  ear  my  Lord — -  Whiff  err. 

Fickf  Here  is  certainly  fome  plot  contriving,  her  wheadling  me,  and 
whifpering  with  him  fufliciently  declares  it :  and,  by  heaven, 111  fearch 
into  the  depth  of  Magick,  but  1 11  find  it  out  >  I  am  already  fufficiently 
prepar’d  with  arguments  :  and,  the  more  difficulty  lies  in  the  matter, 
the  better  tis  often  perform’d  :  hard  (hifts,  and  dangerous  plots  fuit 
Womens  Wits  better  than  dnll  adventures  5  and,  whilft  in  tedious 
fearch  dull  men  run  on,  arm’d  by  our  minutes  thought ,  the  thing  is 
done. 

Bell.  To  morrow,  Madam,  I  will  not  fail - -  Ex.  Arb: 

now  if  you  had  fo  much  Divinity  in  you,  as  wou’d  amount  to  a  fcruple 
ot  Confcience ,  you’d  be  in  a  continual  fear  of  future  ill ,  for  drawing 
me  from  the  innocent  conversion  of  this  Lady. 

Fkk.  The  innocent  converfation  / 

Beil  Ay,  Madam.  She’s  a  Souhlaving  Creature,  a  female-Moralift, 
her  difeourfe  is  a  continual  Sermon,  and  has  the  fame  influence  that  an 
Ague  has  upon  me,  I  do  fo  tremble. 

Fic\.  I  imagin’d  it  a  kind  of  quaking  Zeal,  never  durable  an  hour# 
JacK  Manly ^  thine,  Dear  Rogue  / 

Enter  Manley. 

Ate.  What  Mflancholly  !  qualmilh !  The  fling  of  a  debauch  la  fl 
night  I  warrant*  f  .. 

Fickt 


lve  iv  illy  raijc 


Fic.  By  heav’n  my  t  other  Suitor*  ’Twas  happy  I  brought  my 

Mafque - —This  will  difguife  me1——  Puts  on  her  Mafque . 

Man .  In  one  fence  you  are  right  >  for,  Loves  grand  influence  con* 
fider’d  nearly,  is  but  a  debauch,  and  we  our  felves  the  Parafites  that 
footh  it. 

Bell.  ’Tis  fo :  and  therefore  why  fhou’d  men  of  honour,  that  pra¬ 
ctice  the  Diftin&ion,  and  know  better,,  refent  its  treachery :  Prithee, 
What  is  it,  Jack^  ? 

Man .  A  thing  of  nothing,  and  yet  every  thing  that  con’d  torment 
me  !  Oh  that  dull  appetite  fhou'd  make  a  Monarch  of  the  Have  of  Na¬ 
ture  ,  to  tyranize  over  that  noble  Soul  that  gave  it  firli  its  being. 

Bell .  Dangerous  refentments,  by  heav’ny^zc^:  but,  prithee  difcover, 
come,  be  genuine.  '  *  •  '  -  - 

Man ,  I  receiv’d  a  Letter  this  morning  from  a  Granger,  skill’d  it 
feems  in  my  Amour ,  full  of  inve&ives  againft  my  Celia ,  especially  of 
her  inconftancy.  This  I  confefs  troubled  me,  for  the  reafons  urg’d :  it 
had  fome  appearance  of  Truth,  and  afterward  conferring  with  young 
Jollyman ,  whofe  misfortune  feem’d  to  fuit  with  mine  y  he  made  foam-  . 
pie  a  difcovery ,  that  I  found  we  were  Rivals  ,  and  that  this  falfe  one 
Carefl:  him  more  than  me:  and,  in  all  probability  ,  entertains  .Several 
others.  This  put  me  into  fo  extravagant  a  rage, that  had  not  my  curio- 
lity  of  knowing  the  truth,  ty’d  my  hand,  my  Sword  had  pleaded  my  in- 

tereft  y  I  am  going  now* to  her  Lodging  to  be  refolv’d - -  J 

Fjckj  If  he  had-feen  me  now,  here  -had  been  fine  work  /  How  near 
are  my  plots  to  difcovery  >  i  /  .i  :  >  h  .  AfidJ. 

Bell.  Gad  ’tis  a  buGriefs  of  importance.  i 

Man.  So  much,  that  *hy  heaven  I  am  refolved  to  fearch  it  through. 

•  ./  V: '  j  t;  '  ;  .  Exit* 


Fick.  So  !  now  will  I  iMantly  home,  and  perfwade  him,  that  all  is 
falfe,  and  onely  the  motions  of  envy.  Come  my  Lord,  (hall  we  gb- — ^ 
porel!  bid  the  Coachman  come  round  to  St.  James’s  Gate. 

Bell.  What  is  that  Fellow  ?  I  never  few  him  before.  ,i . 

FicJ{.  Sir  Arthur  entertain’d  him  in  his  fervice  to  day  to  look  to  his 
accompt.  *  v  ;  . '  "i  "•  * 

•  -Bell.  And,  brufh  his  antiquities — * - ha,  ha,  ha. 

Ficfc  Never  was  man  fo  befotted  he’ dares  not  ileep  ohiights  for 
fear  of  Thieves.  •  > 

’  Bell.  Dam  him  and  his  ord‘Irhaginations:iLethii  niind  our.own  bu- 
finefs  :  Come,  let’s  to  the;  Mulberry  Gardens  I  ha’  not  treated  you 
this  week  :  methinks  we  live  already  as  we  were  Marry’d,  not  a  word 
of  Love  in  a  whole  Scene  of  Difoourfe.  |  -I  cPv  :uoY.  -  -  . 

•  Fiekj.  ’T&hettef  ilth,f  *  Heart1 1  ;than  j  ifclche ;  T bngu e<  y  j  -hi fid e s,  from  a 

Maifof  quality,'  Love  Iias:  fo  Grange  *a  -  fouhd  >.  in  -trfy  opinion*  the 

Eyes  are  the  belt  Orator,  and  now  and  theii:the  Sfciibus  Iwoky  withua 
ihott  figh  fora-Pibl6gne*T:  "  *2$  f  iirii  cd^H  •'  '<V 

F  2  .  Beft 


V  Brt  Thus  /  ha/:  ..  .  '  i  '  ‘  '  '  7  .  / 

Fickf  And  fotaetimes  the  exalting  the  hand  to  the  lip,  with  a  fhort 
Kifs  and  away. 

Bell  Thus.  Kijfes  ben 


* 


Enter  Manley. 


Man.  Now  I  confider  better,  I  (hall  have  occahon  to  be  punctual 
to  an  hour  :  My  Lord,  prithee  lend  me  your  Watch:  hah — blood 
and  death,  What  do  I  fee  ? 

Fick^  Return’d  agen  /  this  was  a  Curs’d  trick  of  fate. 

Man .  Ungrateful  Traitrefs/  now!  plainly  fee  fall  I  have,  heard  is 
true.)  Perfidious  Celia  :  more  falfe  than  Crocodills,  that  mourn  ths 
(lain,  and  yet  delight  to  kill ’em:  Do  you  not  blufli?  Are  you  fo  arm’d 
with  impudence,  this  objecSi:  cannot  ftartle  ?  yea,  this  beguil’d  object, 
that  bath’d  his  palTicn  in  warm  Tears  of  blood  ,  and  laid  it  at  your 
feet,  deceitful  Celia. 

Bell.  Celia\  What  a  miftake  is  this,  by  heaven  my  Friend’s 
mad. 

Fickc  Now  Wit  affift.me,  or  I’m  loft.  :  Mad - Why  d’ee  not 


fee’t?  look,  look  how  his  eyes  rowles  how  pale  his  lips  ares  fee  how 
his  Perriwig  (fares  with  his  wild  paflion  >  his  hands  and  body  trem¬ 
ble.  Oh  this  Celias  a  .cruel  Wretch. 

'  Man.  Ah  ,  perfection  of  ill :  Wou’d  you  convert  your  infamy  ? 
Diiguife  your4alftioo3  in  my  (hroud  of  madnefs  ?  No*,  no  y  it  (hall  not 
do.  Madam,  all  (hall  out ,  afture  your  felf  it  (hall. 

FL\.  So  handfome,  fo  well  compos’d  a  mah  :  Oh  heavens  what. pi¬ 
ty  ’tis :  run,  my  Lord,  run  to  the  Gate,  and  call  your  Footman  to  fetch 
a  Doctor/  twohoures  in  fuch  a  Ut  will  kill 

Man.  Stay.,  my  Lord,  and  hear  me— — --  I’ll  difcoyer  all  —  This  La¬ 
dy- — •  ....  •  . 

Fickj  Ah,  delay  not  a  minute,  as,  you  fcve  hisdife  /•  .  ■  Shree\s  out . 

My  Lord - away,  away. 

Bell.  Poor  Manley ,  thou  (halt  not  dye  for  want  of  fo  fmall  a  Cour- 

tefie.  i  -  .  i  Exit. 

Man.  Well,  Madam,  What’s  your* defign  in,  this  ?  What  new  plot  is 
contriving?  .  L  1  v  • 

Fick.  Oh  heav’n/  Am  I  thus  requited  ?’  Sir,  I  never  expected  fuch 
an  action  from  you:  Was  there  no  way  to  augment  my  mifery  but 
this?  >  .  .  Weeps.- 

Man.  Your  mifery  /  Ha,  ha,  ha.  Your  mifery/ —  7/  7  -y  !  > 

Fickj  You  know  well  .enough  that  this  is  fhe  perfoa  my  lTncle  de¬ 
li  gns  to  Marry  me  i  and  th^.’tis  impoffible  ior  me  ever  to  fee  you,,  if 
he  knows  you  are  his  Rival. 

Man ,  Hah,  this  may  be  true  >  for  he  has  fonocrty  tojd  me  fome  thing  of 
.  •  an 
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an  Intrigue  like  this :  Well,  fuppofe  this  true  Madam,  I  am  fnre  Mr  JoU 
lym  m  is  aperfon  not  intereded  in  your  Uncles  favour, though  in  yours. 

Fickj  In  mine!  That  an  impertinent  Serenader,  only  accepted  for  the 
Company's  fake  he  brought  with  him,  fliou’d  have  the  impudence  to  talk, 
thus.  .  *  [  Cdll  Bellmor  e  Footman, 

Man.  He  proteded  it  to  me  a  truth,  and  fwore  your  extravagant  fa¬ 
vour  exceeded  his  hopes.. 

'v Fickj  And  you  believ'd  it:  Well,  I  ll  take  care  with  whom  I  truft  my 
heart  agen.  — — •  .•  '  [IVeept,. 

Man.  Ugh,  I  can  hardly  believe  this?  yet  fure  thefe  tears  are  real,  it 
mud  be  Come,  I  do  believe  thee, forgive  m c  Celia  ^  and  confider  how 
infupportable  is  Jealoufie  lodg’d  in  a  Lovers  bread:. 

Fick.  If  I  had  not  hit  of  this  Plot,  what  fhou’d  we  have  done  then  ? 
I  warrant  you  won’t  believe  I  love  you  yet. 

Man.  By  this  I  do,  thou  had  confirm’d  it  in  me. 

Fic}{.  He’llcome  back  immediately, and  I  wou'd  not  have  him  fee  you 
for  the  World?  therefore  be  gone,  I’ll  expeft  you  this  Evening,  at  my 
Uncles. 

Man.  I  will  not  fail  you  Sweet,  I  am  glad,  it  happens  thus.  [Ev* 

FicJ{.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  x 

Thus  with  the  fnowy  Veil  of  Innocence, 

Contriving  Women  cover  their  pretence  ? 

When  Women  weep,  look,  Gallants,  for  furprizc. 

For  all  deceit  lies  drencht  in  wat’ry  eyes. 


Enter  Bellmore  and  Footman 


Bell.  There’s  a  Coach  ready  at  the  Park  Gate,  how  now, where  is  he  ?' 
Ficl^.  Ah  !  gone,  gone,  all  my  entreaties  could  not  day  him,  frighted,  I 
believe,  at  my  naming  a  Doftor  v  I  faw  him  crofs  the  Mall ,  but  in  fuch  a 
drange  podure,that  caus’d  both  pity  and  admiration  in  all  that  beheld  him 
Bell.  Poor \Jac]^^  I  fee  the  fits  of  Madnefs  are  as  fudden,  as  thofe  of 
Love,  and  commonly  work,  the  fame  effects,  Fate  keep  me  from  the 
tryahof  it?  for  Excefs  in  any  thing  is  aperfeft  torment,  efpecially  this* 
>*odifh  PaiTion  we  Men  fohunt  after, and  which  is  fo  generally  admir’d,, 
though  conducing  to  Madnefs. - 

•  -  G  ~  •  ;  fj  l  i  (  1  li  i  A  m 

*  «  •  /  .  *  ,, 

He  that  of  Loves  ripe  Joyes  tables  over  meafure , 

Mates  his  Blifs ,  and  lofes  half  the  pleafure.  £-  Ex*. 

The  End  of  the  Third  Aft, 

,,I  >  .  i  |i  ' r  •  •,  \  t  ,  *  ^ 

*  "  ‘V  1,.  -.  io  .1.  -  ,  .  •  •  r  -  \  ,  ,,  .  r  , 

■  »J.  '  \  *  *  "  ’  *.•  .1  i  {  ,  »  •  •  {  i  B  * 

/  ■~'i  f  1  /  >  *'f  *  •  r'  .  •  ,  r  ‘  • 

•  -  .  ) 

*  /l  •  %.  *  . .  c  i '  *  ij . ' f  _  'if  j  [  *  •  %  .  f  • « | 

M  G  IS. 

* 


m 


MM JAM  mJLLlUU! 


A  C  T.  IV. 

.Scene  i. 

'Enter  Sir  Arthur,  Tilbury,  Jollyman  WFriendlove,  al  Dord. 

Sir  Arth ,  T  T  Rge  me  no  more,  Sir,  you  have  my  anfwer,  my  final  and 
U  my  punctual  anfwer,  I  will  proceed  no  further  in  this  bu- 
finefs  ^  nor  (hall  my  Neece  join  iffue  with  a  man  fo  wild,  and  fo  unfortu¬ 
nate  :  St  Jerom\  tears  fpilt,  my  treafure,  my  chiefeft  treafure  loft,  a  blef- 
f  ng  which  this  forty  Years  wecherifn’d,  fnatcht  from  me  in  an  infiant  ! 
oh  unparalleld  misfortune !  I  fay,  let  him  forbear  my  houfe. 

Tilk  Well,  of  a  Knight,  and  a  Juftice  of  Peace,  this  is  the  fimpleft 
man  of  Worfhip  I  ever  faw  ygood  Sir,  let  it  not  fo  nearly  concern  you, 
you  (hall  have  reftitution,  by  St  J ago  I’ll  fell  half  my  Eftate,  but  1 11  make 
you  amends  ?  What  a  Pox,  d’ee  think  1 11  be  ungrateful } 

Sir  Arth .  Half  your  Eftate  !  a  pretty  Propolition  >  ’sbud  ,  Sir,  the 
Grand  Signiors  Revenue  would  not  purchafe  a.drop  onY. 

Jgll  A  very  coftly  Liquor  by  Mahomet ,  I  think  that  Turkjfh  Oath 
founds  well  —  hah — —  ■  -  ■  •  i 

Sir  Arth,  Old  Oaths  are  not  to  be  defpis’d.  Sir,  therefore  by  Melchize - 
dech ,  which,  I  conceive,  was  well  thought  on,  my  refolution’s  fixt,  your 
fon  (hall  be  a  ftranger  to  my  houfe,  my  daughter  is  not  for  him,  tell  him 
fo ;  ’zlid  (hoii’d  he  come  here,  within  a  Week  I  (hould  have  my  ancient 
Medals  of  the  Romans  plaid  off  at  Gaming-houfes.  -  !  d/-. 

2//A  Sir,  upon  my  Reputation,  he  knows  not  what  belongs  to  a  Ga- 
ming-houfe  ;  alas  Sir  !  You  are  ignorant  of  his  Principles,  he’s  Coun^ 
trey  bred,  Sir- — Countrey  Learning,  Countrey  Manners, and  Countrey 
Wit  >  ’sbodikins  he  knows  nothing  of  the  Town. 

I  Sir  Arth,  But  he  may  know  everything  in  time.  Sir  *7  and  Ill  harbour 
uo  per  fon  within  my  doors,  whofe  future  knowledge  is'  more  dangerous 
than  his  prefent.  ■  '  ’  - ' 

JoU.  Udsbores  a  neceffary  Maxim*  -  .  ; 

■Sir  Arth,  Trouble  your  felf  no  more,  Sir,  my  Will  is  my  Laws  and 
tho’  I  am  a  Juftice  of  the  Peace  and  Quorum,  I  think  mV  proceedings  in 
this  both  neceffary  and  judicial- — My  Neece  is  an  Heirefs,  and  there  is 
great  care  requir’d  in  her  beftowing  \  nor  (hall  my  Daughter  match  into 
a  Family,  when  I  give  fuch  evident  proofs  of  my  difiike.  Mr  Tilbury, 
you,  aibeing  my  old  acquaintance,  (hall  be  welcome  to  my  houfe  7  but 
give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  my  eyes  are  open’d  to  your  fons  folly,  you  un¬ 
derhand  me,  I  do  not  like  their  tricks  Sir, 

Tilh* 
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^tilb.  Tricks  Sir  ! - -I  find  *tis  you  have  your  tricks  Sir — ■ — But 

by  Stjago  I  ll  go  Fee  my  Lawyer  immediately,  force  (hall  compel  what 
good  words  cannot  perfuade  •  and  I’ve  a  Bag  of  old  Harry-Groats  have 
lay’n  by  me  thefe  twenty  Years,  which  I'll  fcatter  among!!  the  Gown- 
men,  rather  than  be  thus  abus’d.  [  Ex.  Tilb. 

Sir  Artb  Old  Harry  Groats  !  What  pity  ’tis  fo  meritorious  an  Anti¬ 
quity  fbould  be  fo  ill  employ’d  —  is  he  gone  ? 

Dorr.  Yes  Sir - juft  turn’d  the  corner  of  the  ftreet  in  fo  hafty  ancb 

difcompos’d  a  manner,  that  it  argues  him  plotting  fome  bufi^efs  of  im¬ 
portance. 

Sir  Artb .  Wou’d  he  were  here  agen..  Now  wou’d  I  rather,  his  fon 
fhould  have  my  daughter,  than  that  hefhould  waite  any  of  that  precious, 
money. 

Jot  Let  it  go,  let  if  go,  there’s  enough  to  be  had  in  Lumberjlreet :  Buf, 
S ir  Arthur ,  to  my  prefent  affair  5  flnce  you  have  been  fo  generous  to  deny 
him  your  daughter,  I  hope  my  addrefs  may  befuccefsful. 

Sir  Artb.  Troth,  Sir,  Hope  is  very  neceffary  in  this  affair  >  and  if  you 
can  but  hope  my  daughter  will  like  your  Perfon  and  Years,  as  well  as  I 
like  your  Eftate,  your  Hope  will  have  as  ample  a  Field  to  range  in,  as  any, 
mans  I  know. 

% 

Joll.  My  Perfon  and  Years - Why,  Sir,  ’tis  impoflible  fhe  fhou’d; 

diflikeit  >  whatever  my  Years  are,  I  affure  you  my  Imagination  is  but 
One-and-twenty. 

Sir  Artb.  But,  Sir,  in  the  fpace  of  a  Week,  the  ftrength  of  your  Ima~- 
gination  will  be  worn  away,  and  your  Perfon  will  be  left  to  thejidi berate. 
age  of  Eight-and-fifty  a  month  or  two  over. 

Joll .  No, ’tis  three  months  under  by  my  faith,  Sir  Aribtrr^  and  what 
then,?  With  me  tis  an  age  of  2 1  >  Look  in  my  face,  Sir,  obferve  how  the 
blood  mounts }  here,  here^s  your  Completion,  without  art,/kw,  or  any 

thing. - Then,  Sir,  perufe  my  Perfon — Hah - 1  think  lam  well* 

fet — Hem — Andas  found  as  another  man  — Befides,  l  ean  talk  well, 

walk  well,  and  make  Water  well: - which,  udsbores,  is  as  provoking 

a  quality  as  any  man  is  Mafter  of. 

Sir.  Artb.  Sir,  in  a  young  man  I  confefs  thefe  are  additions  !>  but  a  man 
that  has  the  misfortune  to  decline  into  the  vail  of  Years,  were  he  really 
Mafter  of  all  this,  wou’d  not  get  credit  with  the  World,  he  would  not  be 

believ'd. 

Joll.  Not  believ’d  !  Sir, my  addons  (hall  give  continual  demonftration, 

I  am  not  in  the  Catalogue  of  your  infirm  perfons  \  my  Back,Sir,is  ftrong, 
by  Body  adive  \  nor  has  my  infirmity  been  fo  much  my  Foe, to  abate  any 
part  of  my  vigour.:  But  I  can  Run,  Wreftle,  Fight,  or  Play  a  Game  at  . 
Tennis  with  any  Spark  i’th’  City,  and  let  the  World  rub.  To  confirm 
you,  you  (hall  fee  me  do’t—  (  Not  believ’d  !  )  Udsbores  you  fhall  fee  me 
Ride  the  Great  Horfe,  or  jump  over  a  Stick  for  the  King  of  England., 

Sir  Artb9 


Sir  Arth.  Well  Sir,  I  will  confider  on’t — in  the  mean  time  addrefs 
your  felf  to  my  daughter  »  come,  you  fhall  fup  with  me  :  Dorrel ,  if  any 

one  ask  for  me - I  am  not  at  leifure  — — be  careful,  and  let  no  eye  be 

Spectator  of  my  -Rarities  without  my  knowledge,  come  Sir' — — 

Dor  ell  manet. 

Dor  ell.  The  uncertain  Dice  of  Fate  thus  far  runs  well,  and  my  deflgns 

are  profperous - -My  difguife  fhrowd  to  my  troubled  mind  as  well  as 

perfon,  fccures  me  yet  from  knowledge  >  and  my  eye  attains  the  liberty 
to  gaze  at  all  her  a&ions,  and  yet  pafs  undifcover’d; — Oh  curs’d  Jea- 
loulie,  how  crooked  are  thy  paths ! 

Enter  Bellamore  and  Arbelia. 

Bell,  Unconftant,  and  to  me  !  -by  Heav’n  ’tis  ibftrange  a  Notion,  that 
methinks  ’tis  incredible. 

Arb.  And  why  incredible?  Lord  how  you  Men  are  deceiv'd  in  your 
opinion  !  You  term  your  felves  Princes  and  Lords  of  Nature, imagining 
the  eafie  tempers  of  Women  Haves  to  your  nobler  quality  and  yet  for 
all  your  pretences,  to  my  knowledge  fome  of  you  are  often  miflaken. 

.Bell.  Well,  if  fhe  be  falfe — 

Arb.  What  then  ? 

Bill.  Why  then  fhe’s  damn’d,  that’s  one  comfort  however  >  but  Ma- 
dam,  this  extraordinary  favour  in  you,  obliges  mein  gratitude  to  a  re¬ 
turn.  Shall  I  wait  on  you  to  your  Lodging,  by  Heav’n  I  hate  ingrati¬ 
tude  ?  Come,  Madam,  what  fatisfadfion  ? 

Arb.  Such  a  queflion  to  a  mercenary  Spirit, might  perhaps  be  accepted 
under  the  Notion  of  gratitude,  but  you  having  a  perfedl  knowledge  of 
my  quality,  and  obliging  temper,  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  my  Lord, 
\ was  very  uni  e;oming ,  efpecially  from  the  mouth  of  a  Man  of 
Honour,  < 

Bell,  i  g ac{  i  rnean  it  cordially,  and  if  my  fcrvrce — • 

Arb.  Hold,  Sir,  y’are  obferv  d,  yonder’s  Sir  Artb  iAs  Man  from  him, 
you  may  doubtlefs  learn  the  truth  of  all,  my  prefence  will  be  unnecefla- 
ry,  therefore  I’ll  withdraw  —  So,  I  hope  this  will  wean  him  — -  [£.*•. 

Dor.  T  his  is  one  of  her  Suitors, now  for  a  new  difcovery,and  I’m  re- 
ffflv’d  to  be  prepar’d  for  him - - — Your  Lordfliips  humble  Ser¬ 

vant  — 

Bell .  Dorelj  Come  hither,  I’ve  fome  bufinefs  with  thee. 

Dor.  ’Tis  too  much  Honour,  my  Lord. 

Bell.  I  long  have  Iookt  on  thee  as  on  a  Man  above  the  common  Pile  of 
Menial  Servants  s  and  lince  I  know  thee  fuch,I  dare  requefl  a  fecret  from 
thy  tongue  to  me  of  great  importance  j  Come  ,  I  ll  bind  thee  to  me  in 
.golden  Fetters >  (hall I truft  to  thee  ?  — •  [Gives a  Furfe. 

Dor „ 

\ 


ai"1  ‘  .--g-  tjl 


111  it . . . .  l  ihji  \jnz*  - 

Dor.  I  am  your  Lordlhips  Creature,  and  if  my  ability  extend  tofe*vC 
your  Lordftiip,  I  am  proud  on’t. 

Sure  he  has  not  difeover'd  me.  [AJide. 

Bell.  I’ll  try  thee  inftantly .  The  truth  is,  Dorell ,  I  am  grown  jealous  of 
my  Miftrifs,  feveral  Reports  declare  (he  is  unconftant  >  and  tho’  I  do  not 
pofitively  believe  ’em,  yet  Gad  I  mud  confefs  they  trouble  me  *  now  I 
know  thou  haft  a  Catalogue  of  all  her  Suitors,  and  know’ft  all  her  in¬ 
trigues,  prithee  difclofe  ’em,  am  I  the  Man  or  no,  or  has  (he  others  > 

Dor.  This  is  fo  dangerous  a  point,  my  Lord)  I  know  not  how  to  an- 
fvVer.  ~  '  N 

Bell.  Fear  nothing,  but  fpeak  to  th’  purpofe,  I’ll  be  fo  much  thy  friend  3 
thou  (halt  not  need  to  fear  the  frowns  of  any. 

Dor.  My  Lord,  there  is  one  Mr  Manley  comes  hither  often. 

L  ,  Bell ’  So,  who  elfe  ?  y 

Dor.  And  one  Mr  JoVyman  >  I  heard  her  fware  one  night  (he'd  marry 
him. 

Bell.  Very  good,  prithee  proceed  —  oh  perfidious  Traytrefs.  [_Afide. 

Dor .  Now  has  he  a  fretting  Feaver  on  him.  Several  others  there  are 
my  Lord  that  vifit  her  as  Pretenders,  but  with  what  fuccefs  I  know  not, 
one  of  ’em  I  heard  her  appoint  to  vifit  her  to  night  \  and  becaufe  your 
Lordftiip  (hall  fee  how  willing  I  am  to  ferve  a  perfon  of  fb  much  worth— 
Follow  me,  and  I’ll  place  you,  where  you  (hall,  unfeen,  hear  all  their 
Courtftiip. 

Bell.  Do  that,  lam  thine  for  ever. 

Dor .  More  than  that,owes  Tribute  to  your  Bounty  \  Come  my  Lord— 

vLE** 

■  T  / 

Enter  Manley  and  Conftantia. 

Man .  Can  this  be  real,  Madam  ? 

Conjl.  True  as  Heav’n  > 

I  fwear  (he  is  the  falfeft  of  her  Sex, 

Defigning  Love  upon  fallacious  terms, 

Without  a  fpark  of  paffion  or  defire 
To  polfefs  him  that  Courts  her - 

Man .  Perjur’d  Creature, 

Oh  Heav’n  that  Providence  gave  Man  a  heart 

To  Iofe  in  fuch  Abyfs  of  Treachery  \  .  i. 

But,  Madam,  is  there  no  ocular  proof  to  be  given  of  this  ? 

Conft.  There  is  Sir,  and  to  that  purpofe  I  brought  you  hither  \ 

"My  Chamber  joins  to  hers,whence  from  a  private  Clofet  door  you  may 
hear  all  i  one  of  her  Suitors  is  now  with  her,  and  by  their  difourfe  you 
may  foon  guefs  the  truth  of  her  treachery*)  for  doubtlefs  ’twill  be  amo¬ 
rous  enough,  and  very  futable  to  fuch  an  adventure. 

Man*  O  Dam  her  !  Dam  her  !  Is  this  her  Conftancy !  Madam ,  the 

‘  G  Debt 

.  W; . '  • 


Debt  of  Gratitude  I  owe  you  for  this  difcovCry,  is  (o  far  above  my  pre- 

fent ability —  *  *•  }  ■('-  I 

■  CohJL  Good  Sir,  no  more  of  that  —  but  follow  me - - 

Mm.  All  her  feign’d  Careffes  come  to  this !  a  Curfe  upon  the  Sex  — 
Madam,  I  wait  your  leifure.  ££*  Ambo» 

Scene  difdovers  L.  Fickle  in  a  Morning  Gown0  and  Harry  fitting. 

L .  Fkfi.  And  cou’d  you  credit  fo  ridiculous  an  Affeveration  ,  know¬ 
ing  how  tender  my  Carcffesjiave  been  to  ye, I  thought  my  adfions  might 
have  given  you  Sufficient  demonftration  of  my  coniiancy. 

Har.  By  Heav’n  I  never  doubted  it,  I  confefs  I  was  a  little  furpriz’d 
to  hear  him  fay  he  was  at  the  expence  of  a  fix  months  Courtftiip  ,  and 
within  a  Week  more  it  was  to  terminate  in  Marriage.  But  now  you  have 
told  me  his  intrigue  with  Madam  Conjlantia,  I  am  very  fenfible  of  the 
miftake, -  ,  "  ,  r  : 

L.  Fickj  Had  I  not  told  you  ,  I’ll  lay  my  life  you  wou’d  ha’  been  jea¬ 
lous. 

Har.  No,  no,  ’Faith  I  flrou’d  not— jealous  \  —  I  know  I  have  no 
caufe,  thou  art  the  Heav’n  of  truth,  and  in  thy  bread:  Ajirea  reigns  and 
triumphs.  Sniped  thy  Faith, what  Fiend  cou’d  be  fo  envious  ?  I’ll  prove 
thy  Conliancy  as  firm  as  Fate,  and  again#  all  defend  it. 

L.  Fickt  So,  I  think  I  have  carry ’d  matters  rarely.  fiAfide. 

Har.  But,  Madam,  pardon  me,  if  I  prefume  to  ask  you  why  our  in¬ 
terview  is  to  be  thus  i’th’  dark  ?.  .  :  *  ; 

L*  Fickj  ’Tis  becaufe  Sir  Arthur's  coming  often  into  the  next  Room, 
feeing  a  Light  here,  will  be  very  apt  to  come  and  difiurb  us. 

Har.  ’Sdeath - 1  ve  ignorantly  left  my  Sword  and  Gloves  upon 

the  Table  there,  which  fhou’d  he  come  in,  would  infallibly  difeover  my 
being  here  —  I’ll  go, fetch  ’em  immediately. - - •'  L Har* 

Enter  Nurfe  (  with  a  Light )  in  a  Morning  Gown* 

L.  Fick i  How  now,  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Nnr.  Oh  fweet  Madam - ugh— I  am  fo  out  of  breath,  there’s  the 

bafdi  Plot  contriving — •  J  1  ” 

L.  Fie A  Plot!  prithee  what  Plot  ?- ; 

Nur  Where’s  the  Gentleman  ?  get  him  into  another  Room,  or  you'll 
both  be difeover’d  immediately. 

L.Fickj .How  prithee  ?  by  what  means?  .  v.  1  r  | 

Nur.  Madam  Conjiantia  has  watch’d  you  all  this  night,  with  an  intent 
fo  betray  you  y  I  fa  w  Irer  bring  Mr  Manley  into  her  Chamber,  I’m  confi¬ 
dent  wit  lrdefign  to  place  him  where  he  may  hear  the  difeourfe  ’twixt 
you  and  the  Gentleman,  jj 

_ _ _ , 


we  /ritty  t  alje  Une. 


L.  FkXrM&tfty  brought  hither  by  Confiantia !  her  envy  now  is  appa^ 
rent — what  iKaliTdo  Nurfe  $  1  ' 

Nur,  Alas !  I  know  not  —Fire  the  Houfe, 1  think,  and  fay  you  call’d 
him  in  for  help. 

L.  Fickj  No,  fo  dangerous  a  Remedy  mufi  not  be  try’d — Humm-— 
I  have  it  -vSit  you  down,  and  pcrfonate  me,  our  Gowns  are  alike — and 
in  the  dark  there  can  be  no  differencein  Faces  — He’s  in  the  next  Room, 
looking  for  his  Sword,  when  he  comes,  feign  my  voyce,  and  Garefs  him 
like  a  Lover  *  in  the  mean  time  I'll  go,  and  with  a  Counterplot  deceive 
both  Manley  and  Confiantia . 

Profper  defigns,  and  by  this  Adi  I’ll  try  •' 

Which  is  the  Witty  fi  Falfe  One  She  or  I - -  f  Exit  wiib 

i  *-  tbs  light* 

Nurfe  fits  in  the  Chair * 

Nur,  Wrell,  I’ve  known  the  time  when  I’ve  employ’d  my  felf  in  fuch 
an  Adventure  with  a  better  Will — But  however  I’ll  warrant  I  ll  fit  him 
with  a  Repertee— I  am  not  fo  old,  but  I  can  Repertee  as  well  as  another, 
if  occafion  ferve. 


Enter  Harry  with  a  Sword . 


Har,  ’Tis  fo  dark,  that  igadl  could  hardly  find  the  Table.  Where  art 
thou  my  Dear  ? 

Nur ,  Here  my  Dear. 

Har ,  I  have  been  often  thinking  on  the  produces  of  time  ,  and  have 

often  wonder'd  how  they  employ  d  themfelves  before  the  Deluge - 

When  Love  was  like  the  forming  of  a  Caftle  attain’d  by  violence,  not  as 
now,  with  fair  words,  addrefs,and  infinuation  \  Men  were  not  then  fuch 

Fools  to  kifs  a  Glove — fall  on  their  knees  and  figh - igad  they  were 

wifer  in  thofe  dayes - *  [_Kifes  and  embraces  her . 

Nur ,  Fie,  fie,  I  proteft  you  are  not  civil - D’ee  know  who  .1 

am - - 

Enter  Manley  (  peeping  )  and  Confiantia,  * 

Confi.  D’ee  hear  ’em  Sir  — -They’re  yonder  in  th’  Alcove. 

Man,  Ido  Madam,  and  am  fufficiently  confirm’d  in  her  treachery?  but 
hufii- - let’s  obferve. 

Confi ,  Sir,  1 11  go  and  get  a  Coach  to  the  Garden  gate,  that  you  may 

get  away  undifeover’d - 1  think — Co'nfiam 

.  .Thispwas  well  plotted - 

Nur .  I  protefi !  methinks  your  carriage  is  too  Licentious,  and  in  my 
opinion  you  treat  me  ill— Your  Love  flioud  itill  be  cloath’d  with  a  re- 

G  z  '  fpe<3: 
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fpe&  due  to  my  Youth  and  Beauty - But  I  vow  you’r  Co  wan¬ 

ton  — 

Man*  Very  well— (he’ll  deny  this  anon — •  [  Afide, 

Harr*  Can  any  ill  arrive  from  fo  much  Love,  I  fwear  there  cannot, Ma¬ 
dam  \  your  charms  are  ingraven  in  my  heart,  and  in  my  foul  your  vir¬ 
tues — I  die  when  you  are  abfent,  and  *tis  your  influence  that  raifes  me 
from  death  to  new-born  life,  and  makes  me  currant  from  the  drofs  of 
Nature. 

Nur*  Give  me  no  caufe  to  doubt  what  you  have  laid,  I  then  (hall  be 
contented*,  butlproteft  you  Men  are  fofubjedlto  flatter,  and  we  poor 
tender  young  creatures  are  fo  apt  to  believe,  that  it  often  .proves  very 
prejudicial  - — - 

Man .  She  doubts  his  Love - oh  death  —  ■■■  I  (hall  want  pa¬ 

tience* — - 

Harr .  To  flatter  thee-by  Heav’n  ’tis  a  thing  fo  far  from  me,  I  hardly 
know  its  meaning  :  Let  Paraiites,  fuch  as  get  Bread  by  fawning,  flatter 
their  Patrons :  Let  the  empty  Fopp,  that’s  fenfible  of  fome  defedf  in 
Nature,  and  fees  the  little  beauty  in  his  Miflrifs,  flatter  her  to  exalt  it, 
but  in  me  it  wou’d  appear  a  Crime  unpardonable,  your  Luflre  wants  no 
foiles,  but  like  a  Diamond  in  his  Native  Rock,  you  (bine  without  the 
aid  of  Art  or  Flattery. 

Nur *  Now  by  my  quondam  Maidenhead  this  is  very  pretty,  well  Sir, 
you  (hall  find  my  hea'rt - -  [Coughs* 

Man *  And  Lungs  pray  Heaven* — wou’d  (he  might  Cough  ’em  out— 
(he  has  catch’d  cold  with  fitting  up  (o  late. 

Oh  damn’d  Incendiary.  £ Afide . 

Harr .  Could. I  live  out  Metbufalab’s  long  Age,  or  number  Years  with 
the  old  Patriarchs,  and  every  day  ftudy  new  Themes  of  Virtue,  I  could 
not  merit  half  fo  great  a  bletfing  *  brighteft  of  Women,  frefher  than  the 

Dew  that  early  fits  on  Rofes- - -oh  Pm  rapt  with  my  own  happi- 

nefs  ! 

Nur.  Well,  as  Tm  Virtuous  this  is  fine  —  I  fee  I  (hall  not  be  able  to 
hold  out  long— I  (hall  grow  bold  with  him — I  hope,  Sir,  my  Love 

deferves  this  from  you,  you  have  entire  pofleffion  of  my  heart- - and 

tho*  I  have  broke  my  faith  with  all  my  other.  Suitors,  I’ve  kept  it  firm 
for  you,  ^  '  '  i 

Enter  L.  Fickle  behind  him* 

*  7 

X.  Tick;  Sir,  Sir  t  [Pulls  him *• 

Man.  Limb  of  the  Devil — I  hear  her  Madam,  I  hear  her. 

L.Fkkc  Youfhouldnot  hear  ’em  Sir,  pray  come  back,  they  are  Lo- 
vers—  J]  '  '  \  \ 

Man*  Lovers,  Dan*  ’em— Have  a  little  patience,  1 11  waif  on  you  im~ 
Kjediately— * 

Xa  Fic\*  ^ 
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me  wmy  l'Jijs  uai. 


L .  Fick*  I  Swear  you’re  uncivil,  Sir,  thus  to  diflurb  c’m—  for  hea- 
ven’s  fake  come  away—  He  turns  back*  fees  her ,  and  farts* 

Man .  Wonder  of  wonders— Is  there  two  Celia's —  or,  Am  I  in  a 
Dream  ?  * 


Afor/e.  Yonder’s  a  Light — -Let’s  flepin  here— I  fear,  Six  Arthur's 
coming—  '  £E*.  Harry  ^WNurfe. 

I. Fick-  What  ailes  you.  Sir?  For  heav’ns  fake  why.d’ee  flare  fa/ 
Dee  yee  not  know  me  / 

Man .  By  Heav’n  I  know  not :  Are  you  Celia  ? 

L.  Fick*  What  flrange  queftions  are  thefe,  You  know  I  am  ? 

Man .  And,  Is  that  yonder  Celia  too  .<* 

L.Fick  Heav  n  /  What  a  humour’s  this?  That  Celia?  No:  ’tis  a 
Lady  that  lodges  here ,  one  that  Mr.  J oily  man  Courts. 

Man*  Young  Jolly  man  l. 

L.  Ficl^  Jollyman  yes—  What  d’ee  wonder  at  ?  if  this  humour 
hold,  you  need  not  counterfeit  aMadnefs. 

Man.  By  heav’n  you  are  right —I  am  mad  !  flupid,  infenfibly  qgad  : 
and  have  been  fb  thefe  three  hours— ’Sdeath  ,  Was  ever  any  thing  fo 
flrange  as  this?  fure  I’ve  been  enchanted  *>  pray  Madam  give  me  leave 
toqueflion  yee,  Where  have  you  been  all  this  night  ? 

L.Fick  In  my  Chamber — Sir - expe&ing  you. . 

Man .  Who  told  you  I  was  here?' 

L.Fick'  Confiantia  >  I  met  her  coming  up  flairs*  and,  feeing  me,  fne. 
brake  into  a  violent  laughter  *  and  asking  her  the  reafon  ,  fine  told  me, 
fhe  had  put  a  pleafant  trick  upon  you  >  and  then  fell  a  Laughing  till ' 
fhe  fhook  agen. 

Man.  Fgad  I  have  been  trickt,  that’s  the  truth  on’t -  Oh  the 

Devil  ,  Am  I  thus  abus’d  ?:  ; 

L.  Fick  This  from  a  Woman  that  lov’d  yee,  is  very. flrange - *— 

Who  did  you  exped:  to  find  ? 

Man .  You  —  fhe  told  me  you  was-  in  that  Alcove ,  and  plac’d  me  to 
hear  you- —  where  I  have  flood  this  half  hour  in  the  moft  infuffera- 
ble  Torture  /  the  Agony  of  jealoufie  and  defpair,  that  ’tis  impofiible  to  ■ 
exprefs  it. 

L.  Fick  Me  /  Did  you  expect  me  there  ?  and  after  all  my  a&ions^ 
to  declare  my  unfpotted  conflancy*  Are  you  flill  jealous,  ingratefuT 
man? — — Was  ever  woman  fo  unhappy  ?  Will  nothing  Weeps. 
make  you  credit  me  !  I  Swear  I  am  the  mofl  unfortunate  of  Womend 
How  has  my  Soul  and  Heart  been  fetter’d  to  you  ?  How  have  I  dreamt 
of  you,  and  thought  a  look  to  any  other  man  was  an  offence  to  Love 7 

flighted  the  Oaths  of  Gallants- - fhun’d  their  prefents  /  defpis’d 

their  perfons,  and  refus’d  their  guifts  all - all  for  you,  And  do  you 

flill  fufpedf  me?- - —  Would  I  could,  be  unconllant !  wou’d  I  had 

the  power. to  be  fo,  that  I  might  revenge  my  fdf - -  Qh  mifery  / 

flill  fufpe&ed/  Weeps  x, 

.  Man* 


* ■  — - -  --  -  - 


_ 


Man.  If  (he  be  falfe,  there’s  no  fuch  thing  as  truth  :  I’ll  credit  it 

no  more - Madam,  1  fee  my  error,  and  thus  lowfuefor  pardon— 

•Tis  my daft  tryal :  and  I  will  henceforth  more  adore  thy  vertues  than 
ere  I  did  fufped  e’m  Thou  art  the  foul  of  Truth,  fo  excellently  good  : 
Nature  is  proud  of  her  great  work*,  nor  will  I  ever  be  betray’d  agen 
into  the  gulf  of  jealoufie,  but  live  bleft  in  thy  love,  the  Prince  of  all 
content  ,  and  dye  old  in  thy  Armes. 

Fickj  You  will  relapfe  agen. 

Man.  Never  by  Heav’n - by  this  kifs  1 11  never - - 

Enter  Conftantia. 

Conft.  Come,  Sir  /  the  Coach -  tfwFick.  an%  fiarls. 

Man.  May  return  agen  if  it  pleafe,  Madam — your  fervant,  you  fee 
your  plot  han’t  took —  Ex.Man .and  Fick. 

Conji.  This  Devil  has  outwitted  me - - — nay,  in  this  plot,  which  I 

thought  fo  fecurely  laid,  it  was  impoilible  to  break  it .  Her  cunning 
is  fo  profperous ,  that  I  believe  Hell  defigns  her  for  the  onely  perfon  to 
w  beadle  Souls  with  : 

I’ll  try  once  more' — - — * - - 

And  if  my  next  plot  hit  not  right,  give  o’re.  #  Ex.  Conft. 

Enter  Harry  and  Nurfe  —  Bellamore  after . 

Bell.  Here  they  are.  I  have  from  yonder  dore  ,now  too  late,  refent- 
ed  her  treachery  ■ —  Dam  her  /  was  mine  a  heart  to  play  with  ?  Was 

there  not  Fools  enow  to  feed  with  hope,  but  die  muft  flye  me? - 

but  Ill  revenge  iny  felf  immediately - 

Harr.  Here's  fome  body  coming  towards,  let’s  retire  my  Dear. 

Bell.  Sir/  I  have  a  MefTage  fir  ft—  Strikes  him . 

Harr.  Such  Meffages  are  thus  to  be  return’d.  Urarves  and  fights. 

Nurfe .  Ah  help,  help  ^  Murder,  murder — help,  help — - - 

Enter  L.  Fickle  with  a  Candle . 


L.  Ficl{.  What’s  the  matter  Nurfe  ?  Oh  heav’ns  my  Lord  Bellamore! 
and  Mr.  Jollyman !  How  came  you  hither  at  this  time  of  night  ? 

Bell .  ’ideath/  What  a  miftake  is  this- — Have  I  fought  for  this  pip¬ 
pin  }  Looking  amazedly  at  Nurfe. 

.  Harr .  Zounds/  Have  I  beftow’d  all  my  Careffes  and  Courtlbip  to 
night  upon  this  Beldam  ? 

Nurfe.  Well,  Sir  h  I  fhall  find  a  time  to  requite  your  favours  for  all 
your  jefting.  Ex*  Nurfe. 

Bel*  Gad,  I  thought  it  had  been  you  Madam—; 

Harr . 


_ _ . _  » 


f  -  Harr*  Atfd  fb  did  I  by  Heav'm  I  durft  have  fworn  ’twas  her 


voice.  •  ...  \ .  .  . 

Bell.  Your  thoughts  were  ill  imploy’d,  Sir,  in  a  thing  that  fo  little 
concerns  you :  I  hope  you  have  no  pretences  here. 

Harr.  How,  Sir,  no  pretences/  Ha’s  any  man  ? — 

Ficl{.,  ’Buz :  ’Sdeath  are  you  mad  /  why  this  [Stops  bis  mouth.. 
is  the  perfon  my  Uncle  defigns  me  to  marry -  [To  Harry. 

BeU.  Nor  is  this  boldnefs  pleafing,  Sir. 

L.Fickj  My  Lord  /  for  heav’ns  fake  what  d’ee  mean?  Will  you 
ruine  all— —This  is  the  very  Gentleman  my  Uncle  defigns  for  my  Hus¬ 
band — and  if  he  knows  you  are  his  Rival  — I’m  undone. 


Enter  Manley. 


Man.  Come,  Madam,  Whither  do  you  run  ?  byheav’n  I'm  fo  me- 

Jancholly - without  you - ha5,  my  Lord  Bellamore  and  Jollyman  L 

’Sdeath  /  What  new  intrigue’s  this  ? 

"  L.Fickj  O  Fate  /  Is  he  come  too  ?  What  a  fplteful  minute  is  this  }[Afide. 
Why  Sir/  What  d’ee  mean  ?  D’ee  not  fee  my  Lord  there,  unknown  * 
To  be  he  fupt  with  Sir  Arthur  to  night,  and  has  chofen  this  * 

Minute  to  accoft  me — Stare,  ftare/  counterfeit  your  felf 
Mad,  or  we  are  loft  :  Then  leave  the  reft  to  me. 

Pray,  Sir,  to  bed, 

(Aloud  this.) 

To  bed;  Fye,  WThat  mean  you  by  this  unfeafonable  rambling  ?  SxiAr* 
tbur  will  be  very  angry  if  he  knowes  it.  Stare  /  ftare/ 

Bell.  Jachjslanley  here  at  this  time  of  night- — Hark’ee 
Madam,  What  makes  him  here? 

Dticky  Sir  Arthur  feeing  him  in  his  mad  fit, brought  him  hither  to 
night,-  with  intent  to  adminifter  a  potion ,  which  he  had  made  for  Lu- 
natick  perfons  ^  and,  it  feems,  they  left  his  Chamber  dore  open,  and  he 
is  got  out.  Look/  Ibok  how  he  ftares  / 

Harr.  Gad,  kis  a  miracle  to  me  to  fee  him  thus1 — —I  have  pftem 
heard  him  (ay;1  Love  is  the  Parent  of  Dullnefs,-  aftd  Wine  of  Madnefs. 
Madam^  How  came  his  misfortune  ? 

L.'Ficl Love,  Sir Love.*3  Paflion  for  onb  Celia,  a  Lady  ikhv 
Town  here,  an  obdurate,  inconftant  perfon  I  have  heard- — —  and  it 
feems  (he  has  wheadled  him  into  this  condition. 

Man.  She  fhall  be  dreft  in  Flames  /  Pendants  of  Ice  fhall  hang  at 

either  eare,  and  cool  her  as  fhe  burnes — — —whiz - -buz  —  fhugh 

Bough- — .fhe’s  gone,  ha,  ha,  ha- — Ah  Celia !  How  fweet  were  thy 

amours?  Dam  her 7  ftie  eates  Onions - -  and  her  blew  veines  are  all 

but  colour’d- Lute-firings,  in  which  fhe  hangs  her  Cupids,  Sir - Sir, 

I  would  have  your  Nofe  par’d  le(s- — adieu,  adieu  pop— Let  me  hear 

mo  more  on’t - —  *  'Ex.  Manky. 

-  • - 4  “  ' 


Bek  Had  I  not  feen  this,  I  (bould  have  thought  it  incredible  ,  i 
man  ot  the  Town,  and  run  mad  for  Love — by  heaven  tis  above  the 
common  rate  of  wonders ,  and  doubtlefs  portends  fome  vifible  Cala¬ 
mity  that  threatens  the  Nation - - 

Harr.  Madam,  a  word  with  you. 

X.  Ficl{.  No  whifpering,  Sir  i  ’twill  caufe  him  to  fufpetft:  us- — you 
know  my  promife — •  vifit  me  to  morrow  morning,  and  then  by  an  un¬ 
expected  choice,  I  fhall  declare  the  man  I  think  moll  worthy  of  my 
Love, 

Harr.  Enough,  I  will  not  fail.  I  guefs  the  night  far  (pent,  and  in 
flaying  longer  I  may  obftrud:  your  reft :  I’ll  take  my  leave.  Madam, 
your  faithful  fervant — My  Lord,  your  Lordfhips  devoted.  He  little 
thinks  what  pollicy’s  in  this — Afide*  Ex.  Harry. 

L .  Fickj  Now,  Am  not  I  extreamly  kind,  thus  to  fend  him  away, 
that  I  may  have  the  freer  difeourfe  with  you  ?  I  hope  you  will  fay 
this  is  very  obliging. 

Bell.  I  confefs  it  weighs  fomewhat  more  then  a  common  favour  > 
but,  Madam,  I  am  not  yet  fatisfied  in  his  proceedings  his  coming  hi¬ 
ther  :fo  late  muft  be  upon  fome  defign  :  and  ,  how  that  old  Woman 
fhou’d  interpofe,  is  to  me  a  Miftery - — 

L.  Fic\  Oh  dull,  dull  man  /  Why  d’ee  not  fee  ’twas  by  my  plot  ? 
I  order’d  the  light  to  be  taken  away,  and  laid  her  a  Bait  for  him,  pur- 
pofely  to  keep  my  felf  free  from  his  troublefome  Impertinences - 

Bell.  Was  that  it- —  by  hcav’n  ’twas  a  Witty  one - - 

L.Fick^.  Was  that  it  ?  What  elfe  cou’d  it  be -  I  wonder  what 

recompence  I  (hall  have  for  this  care,  in  preferving  my  Love  intire,  X 
Swear  my  Lord  you’ll  be  ungrateful. 

Bell.  No  :  by  heav’n  I’ll  heap  together  as  much  Love,  and  ffrong 
Imagination,  as  wou’d  ferve  forty  men  :  But,  I’ll  be  out  of  thy  debt— • 
prithee’do  not  cenfure  till  the  tryal  is  made  :  I’gad  I’m  fure  I  never 
fail’d  yet -  But,  When  (hall  be  the  day  ? 

L.Fickf  Tomorrow,  Sir/  a  fudden  thought  has fo ordain’d  it.  Vi¬ 
fit  in  the  morning ,  where  I  fuppefe  will  be  the  reft  of  my  Amo- 
retto’s  i  and  you  (hall  fee  what  fentiments  of  private  pailion  my  heart 
retains  for  you.  n;  •  ^  ; 

Bell.  To  morrow  /  I  am  rapt  with  the  thought  on’t  /  To  mor¬ 
row.  . 

Call' up  the  Sun  /  black  (hades  away  ? 

Bid  Phofporus  go  fetch  the  Day. 

As  my  friend  Cowley  has  it:  Madam,  I’ll  be  as  early  as  the  Lark  *>nay3 
by  heav’n,  I’m  very  pailionate/  You  fee  your  Beauties  pow’r,  Ma¬ 
dam’ — -  And,  I’ll  go  and  prepare  my  felf — - 


l.  Tick, 


Jp 


j  i«i  wui)  i  mje  une.  - 

3L.  Vick  And  Fll  go  and  think  of  my  purpofe. 

Bell,  Think  on  to  morrow  night—  A  pox  on  purpofes,  Ex.  Bell* 
L.  Fick  You  (hall  have  reafon  to  curfe  it  when  you  know  what  pur* 
pofe  I  mean — ; 


Enter  Manley; 


Man.  Are  they  gone.  Madam, 

L.  Fick  Both  gone,  Sir,  and  full  of  different  hopes-~  I  Swear  the 
love  I  bear  you  makes  me  commit  ftrange  frailties. 

Man .  Oh  my  Deareft  »  my  heav’n  of  love  >  How  (hall  I  recompence 
thee  ?  My  life’s  fervice  as  nothing,  if  confider’d.  When  ,  when  my 
Sweet  > 

Fick  To  morrow.  Sir. 

Man .  Happy  accent  / 

L.  Fick  Youcarry’d  the  plot  fo  well,  in  counterfeiting  ma^nefs, 
That  I  were  ingrateful,  fhould  I  not  recompence  to  vifit 
Me  to  morrow  morning.  Sir  >  and,  by  a  happy  choice. 

Receive  what  you  have  (b  long  figh’d  for. 

Man .  Oh  Trattfport  of  Delight  / 

By  heav’n  I  fear  I  (hall  not  live  till  then  : 

Excefs  of  joy  will  kill  me — •  Beft  of  Women  : 

Beft,  ’twas  too  vilely  faid,  thou  art  fogood* 

By  heav’n  thou  art  a  Miracle — -and  I 
The  happy  man  ele&ed  to  poffefs  it : 

Till  the  morning  comes  I  will  employ  my  felQ 
In  thinking  on  thy  Beauties — and  then  dy, 

In  the  polfeffion  of  fo  fweet  a  Joy — - — • 

L.  Fick  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha* 


[Exit 


That  Heav’n  (hou’d  give  man  fo  proud  a  heart. 

And  yet  (b  little  Knowledge-— Silly  Creature, 

That  talkes,  and  laughes,  andkilfes  oft  that  hand. 
That  fteales  away  its  reafon  >  As  if  Nature— 

Had  play’d  the  Tray  tor ,  and  feduc’d  the  Sex, 

Without  the  aid  of  Deftiny,  or  Women. 

Ah  /  With  what  pleafant  eafe 
The  Bird  might  be  enfnar’d - Set  but  a  wanton  look 


You  catch  whole  Covyes  :  Nay,  there  is  a  Magick 
Pertaining  to  our  Sex ,  that  drawes  e’m  in, 

Tho’  in  the  Long  Vacation - And,  by  Heav’n, 


I'm  refolv’d  to  work  my  fly  deceipts. 

Till  my  revenge  is  perfe& - Thus  farr  I*ve  done  well, 


And  I  ll  perfevere  in  the  Miftery. 

Wheadle  e’m  to  the  fnare  with  cunning  plots  i 
Then  bring  it  off  with  quick  defigning  Wit  > 

H 
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And  quirks  of  dubious  rtieaning.  Turn  arid  wind: 

Like  Foxes  in  a  ft  or  me  i  To  ptey  on  all, 

And  yet  be  thought  a  Saint  — Thu  s’  Queen  I511  fit. 

And  Hell  (hall  laugh  to  fee  a  Womans  Wit.  [E*.  L.  Fickle^ 


A  C  T.  V. 

*’  A  .  I  '  .  ‘  ‘  ■**  f  >  f  *  *  ’ 

Scene,  The  Street. 

Enter  Zechiel,  Toby,  Flaile,  Jollyman,  Linkboyes,  and 
Mtificiam playing  and  fihging . 


Zech .  T  TEy !  rare  Boyes  !  rare  Boyes.  Done  like  Tons  of  Thunders 
O  True  heirs  of  mirth  and  jollity,  upon  honor  we  .have  out- 
Example  in  our  frollick  to  night,  the  Town  (hall  talk  ofus,V  jjione 
With  admiration,  and  call  us  Children  of  the  night  The  night, 

The  happy, night.  ’Pox  o’  your  day-debauches,  the  dull  and  iniipid 

Common- way  of  frollick.  Give  me  the  Night  to  roar  in - * 

Joll .  ’Sbud,  well  Laid  : 

The  night  or  nothing,  I  fay- - Give  me  thy  hand, 

I  love  thee,  Thou  art  a  merry  Wagg  :  I  am  pleased  with’t, 
lid  shores  lam.  I  thought  I  had  a  fon  here  too, 

But  I  fee  now  he’s  grown  a  ferious  Rafeal, 

He  never  feeks  good  Company,  fuch  as  thine  is- — — 

No  matter,  hang  pinching.  I’ll  be  even  with  him, 

And  let  the  World  rub.  1 

Zecb.  Banter  him,  banter  him  'toby,  5 Tis,  a  conceited  old  Scarab, 

and  will  yield  us  excellent  fport; — go  play  upon  him  a  little - ex- 

ercife.  thy  Wit- - - 

Tobo  Not  I  udshafh -  I  had  like  to  have  had  my  head  broke 

with  his  Halbert  juft  now  ,  for  going  about  toexercife  my  wit, 

Joll,  Come,  another  Song,  another  Song  my  merry  Wagsr. 

And  hang  pinching,  I’ll  make  a  third  man  hem  • ;  ■ 


S  I  N  G  Sr . 

r  •  .  •  '  '  ..  '  ....  .  .-  \ 

And  underneath  the  Greenwood  Tree  > 

This  TonngUer  laid  her  down  ay:  ,  . 

And  there  he  K ifi  her  once  or  twice , 

Sing  hey  derry ,}  derry ,  deyry^  downi  a,. 


— 


i  1  i  m  w  my  i  mjs  uhs.  $  t 

Zech.  O  brave  old  Signior - Flail!  Sirra,  Bimdog,  what  a  pox 

dreaming.  Sing  Sirra  to  entertain  the  Company. 

Flail .  I  Sing,  Zing  ,  What  d’ee  meah,  Sir  !  I  Sing  !  Lord  fave  us : 
alafs  I  canno  Mng,  Sir,  Ich  was  ne’r  fo  well  bred. 

Zech .  Whittle  then  you  Dog,  do  fomething  for  Diverfion— 

Flail.  Whittle  /  by  Coxbones  I  cannot  whittle  neither.  Blefs  us. 
Mutt  I  never  go  to  bed—  Blefs  me  from  London ,  if  this  be  the 
Trade.  '  \\  \ 

Zech.  Trade!  Thou  fbn.of  Aflaf&tida  !  call  a  Gentlemans  diver* 
tive  Cuftome  a  Trade.  Come,  all  hands-,  wee’ll  go  Pump  the  Rogue, 

Jolly.'  Ay,  ay  >  a  dull  drowfy  Rafcal:  Pump  him  I  fay  — 

....  Enter,  three  Wenches. 

,»  v-*  v  4  y  4  V  \  v.*  'v  \  V?  V*  1  \  v  ”3  #  v  .  i  .  v<  Jv» 

Zech.  A  prize  /  a  prize !  Fetticoates  upon  honour  * 

Stand  there/  come  before -a  man  of  Authority - —And  why 

Thus  early  my  Lady  of  the  Lake  ?  Whither  are  you  going. 

1.  Wench .  To  Hell  /  Will  you  follow  me? 

Zech.  Not  I,  upon  honour  :  There  I’ll  leave  you - - 

Lob.  By  your  favour,  Madam,  What’s  a  Clock  ?  [  Lo  2  Wench. 

2.  Wench.  I  am  forry  the  pawning  your  Watch,  Sir,  forces  you  to 
Ask  fo  neceffary  a  Queftion 

Lob.  Now  will  this  damn’d  bulking  Quean  be  too  witty  for  me  j 
’O  my  Confidence  if  I  (hall  ask  her  any  more  Quettions/ 
lids  hafh  /  I’ll  ee’n  proceed  to  the  Bulinefs,  and  fay  nothing. 

N  , 

Joll,  goer  to  the  other ,  andjhe  Jlights  him • 

3.  Wench.  Fy,  fy,  Sir  !  an  old  man  and  talk  thus ! 

Joll.  An  old  Man  !  ’Sbud  /  You’r  a  Whore,  an  old  man/  Call  a 
Gentleman, in  the  midft  of  a  night  Debauch  old  •-  Hem,  • 

Hem - Sound  Lungs  and  Heart-whole  — --  old  quoth  a  / 

Zech.  Come,  upon  honour,  ye  fhall  all  to  the  Tavern  with  us,  and 
Wee’l  compleat  the  nights  debauch  with  Credit :  But  firft 
A  Song.  I  know  you  have  your  parts  in  the  laft  new  Verfesy 
Made  of  the  Nights  Ramble.  JTis  a  part  of  your  Function,  a  - 
New  Song  is  as  neceffary  for  a  Town  Woman,  as  a  Sute  of  Knots* 

Or  a  ne  w  Go  wii  *— — ■  Hey  /  ttrike  up  there. ! 


%yt  f  t  4  1  '  ■  »  —  1  '  t: 
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Happy  the  Man  that  takgs  delight , 

In  Banquetting  the  Sences  ; 

That  drinks  all  day ,  and  then  at  night. 

The  height  of  Joy  commences. 

With  Bottles  arm'd,  we  (land  our  ground. 

Full  Bumpers  crown  ourBlijfes  •, 

They  rore  and  fing  the  Streets  around,  , 

In  Serenading  Mijfes.  . 

Chor.  With  Bottles  arm'd,  &c. 

.  .1 

Tleafures  thus  free  and  unconjin’d. 

No  drowx.y  Crime  reproaches 

No  Heav’n  to  a  frollick^  mind,  :  !- 

No  pleafure  like  Debauches.  ' ,  • 

WhilH  rambling  thus ,  new  Joyes  we  reap, 

In  charmes  of  Love  and  Drinking,  || 

Infipid  Fops  lye  drown'd  in  fleep, 

And  the  Cuckold  he'lies  thinking. 

Chor.  Whil’Ji  rambling,  &tc. 

\  *  i  '  ’  4  *  F  *  "*  *  *  4  ;  I*'  )  {  .  •  *  .  ? '  :  •  j  ,  § 

Zech .  Rarely  done  of  all  hands :  come,  now  let’s  to  .the  Tavern, 

I  am  refplv’d  to  make  a  night  on’t. 

JoU.  Well  faidj  agen,  Boy.  Toth’Tavern !  tofh’Tavern— hah — 

'  Merry  Rafcal— - - hang  pinching.  ’Sbud  ’thpu’rt  a  brave  fellow- - — 

Tob,  Come  my  little  pignres,  you  and  I  will  go  and  be  drunk  together 
Hey — you  (hall  fee  me  per  forme  rare  exploits,  i  faith. 

iob.  Nay,  Gad,  now  my  hands  in,  I  (hall  pepper  you  with  wit, 

I  feel  it  growing  in  my  head  like  a  Bunch  of  Parfenips. 

Zech.  Agen !  Igad  pinch  him  agen  >  but  come,  of  this  at  the  Tavern, 
Welofetime  —  Strike  up  there— Sing.  JFbiljl  rambling .  [Exjtnging* 

Enter 


- 


im  witty  raye  vne. 


"Enter  L.  Fickle  in  Mans  Cl&atfis,  and  Silvia,  Dorcl  at  a  dijlance • 

L,  FicJ{.  So,  is  all  fit  ?  prithee  how  do  Hook  >  may  I  pafs  for  a  Bally 
of  the  firft  Rate  amongft  Dablers  in  the  Myftery  ?  how  fit  my  Cloaths > 

Silv.  Decently  I  fwear,  and  well  become  you*,  you  have  asmafculine 
an  Air  as  any  Man,  I  mean  any  Man  that  has  no  more  Beard  than  you. 

Dor*  This  gives  an  end  to  my  fufpition  >  the  Plot’s  unravel’d,  and  my 
late  doubts  have  now  their  period —  [Afide. 

L .  Ficl{.  Away  then,  and  be  fure  you  mils  not  a  tittle  in  the  charge  I’ve 
given  you,  but  with  a  feign’d  figh,  and  a  tear  or  two,  tell  Sir  Arthur  I 
went  away  unknown  to  you,  and  fuppofing  it  to  be  difcontent,  relating 
to  his  defigns  of  Marriage*,  do  this  handfomly,  and  Til  come  in  perfon, 
and  profecute  the  reft :  This  habit  will,  I  am  fure,  difguife  me,  and  I  in¬ 
tend  to  invite  my  felf  to  another  Banquet  of  Wit  with  the  Suitors,  ere  I 
have  done  with ’em — away—a  day  or  two’s  time  will  make  all  quiet — - 
and  I  fhall  be  in  readinefs  for  as  many  more. 

Silv.  Madam,  I  have  my  LefTon  perfectly,  and  am  fo  much  your 
Creature,  as  not  to  difputeyour  Commands.  .  [Ex.  Silv. 

L.  Fickj  Now  am  I  in  my  opinion  a  fecond  Machiavil ,  my  Wit  has 
finiftfd  Works  as  ftrong  and  great  as  Hercules  1 2  labours !  Oh  I  cou’d 
hug  my  felf  for  my  inventions — they  are  foprofperous,as  if  Fate  meant 
to  make  my  Wit  a  Miracle  for  Men  to  wonder  at.  To  betray  in  me’s  a 
Virtue,  being  firft  betray’d.  The  thought  of  which  does  like  an  eating 
Canker  prey  on  my  heart  and  vitals..  Therefore  fweet  Revenge 
Thou  art  iny  Darling.  Thus  1 11  blind  their  eyes, 

;Tis  on  the  neck  of  Wit  Revenge  muft  rife. -  [Exit* 

Enter  Dorel. 

Dor.  Can  this  be  true  !  oh  Heav’ns  what  have  I  heard  ! 
Is’tpofliblefhe  fhou’d  be  thus  affeded 
To  him  that  bafely  fo  deferted  her  ? 

If  fol  am  a  Devil,  and  my  jealoufie 
The  fin  of  all  Corruption — I’ll  redeem  it, 

Watch-all  her  adions,  and  difeover  all. 

Left  (he  (hou’d  lofe  her  felf  in  her  Revenge. 

'  *  r  f 

II  t  *  .  rJ  1 )  rt  i  •  V  rj  r j '  ’  {  rr; i  ;  ' 

"Twas  well  I  overheard  her— Happy  day  ? 

That  does  all  former  fears  with  Biifs  repay. 

[Ex*  Dor* 
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Scene  2.  Tho  Street,  a  Tavern  Sufi  Fung  out  ’. 

-  ' 

i;  J  E ntsr  Belhmore,  Zechiel,  Toby,  Jollyman,  Ihree  W encbes 
*  and  Mufitians  drinkjng. 

9  .  %  .  .  _  **  /  »*  *  ’  *■  -  ‘  t  iJ  4  2  3.  •  '  i  >1  V  b  i  >-i  i  <4 

£*<:/*.  ’Twas  well  my  Lord -your  Valor  interpos’d  betwixt  me  and  the 
*  danger,  by  Heav’n  I  had  been  fiockado  d  elfe- — * 

Bells  %  am  glad  Sir,  Fate  guided  me  that  way,  and  made  me  capable  of 
do'ing  you  fo  good  an  office,  pray  how  came  your  quarrel  ? 

Zech.  Why  one  of  the  Rafcals  would  needs  take  the  wall  of  me*  nay, 
tho’  I  told  him  in  French  l  was  drunk,-  ahd  had  g  Whore  with  me  ~ — — t 
Was  ever  fuch  an  incivility  ?  Biit  I  think  I  am  reveng'd,  for  if  I  may  be¬ 
lieve  myeye,  my  lad  full  Pafs  pierc'd  his  Diaphragma— I’m  fure  I  kill’d 
him. 

Jot  How,  kill’d  him  !  Not  fo,  I  hope,  my  merry  Wag,  not  fo - - 

Zech.  Not  fo,  upon  Honour  I  am  fure  it  is  fo—— 

Whoo--Pox ’tis  accounted  nothing  now  in  Term-time* 

The  killing  a  Man's  no  more  lookt  on  in  a  Nights  Debauch,  . 

Than  getting  a  Clap  in  a  Mornings  Ramble. 

The  Town's  full,  the  Town’s  full. 

‘I oh.  I  hope  the  confequences  are  no  worfe  than  he  makes  ’em  > 

§ut  udffiah — my  heart  goes  a-pit-to-pat. 

Bet  Tho’  I  hate  this  Fellows  impertinence,  yet  for  diverfion  fake  I H 
make  one  in  the  Debauch  to  Night :  Sirra,  bid  the  Coach  go  home,  tell 
Haines  I  have  no  occafionfor  him  to  Night. — -  >-•  \  To  his  Footman . 

Zech.  Come  Mu  lick  firike  up  there,  Damme’  you  lleepy  Dogs, 

Come,  we’ll  have  a  Songand  a  Dance, hey— Drawer. 

Enter  Drawer.  ‘  :  :  ■  a 

hoibfds  :d  :..;.Cak-Lv 

/  Draw.  Will  you  not  be  pleas’d  to  take  a  private  Room  Sir* 

Zech.  A  private  Pox  Sir.  \_Strikfs  him 

What  I  warrant  you  take  us  now  for  fomeof  your  ferious  brood  of  Al¬ 
dermen,  d’ee  Sirra  }  But  fuch  another  word,  and  J  (hall  make  a  private 
Room  in  your  Guts  for  this  Engine  here.:  i:.  k  •  •  n  r:-:.  r  l 

Tob.  Sirra,  you  fhalj  be  hufit  and  cufift,  and  flip’d  and  kick’d,  Sirra,  if 
you  talk  of  private-Rooms  —  Now  am  I  as  valiant  as  a  He6for,methinks 
I  cou  d  beat  this  Dra  wer  into  a  Wicker  Bottle— 

Zech.  Sirra,  as  a  Reprieve  for  Life,  bring  out  the  Butt,  we’ll  have  the 
triumph  of  Bacchus  to  Night,  my  Lord  you  (hall  be  Spe&ator  >  now  of 
one  of  my  Frolicks,I  invented  it  in  Faris,  for  the  benefit  of  all  Lovers  of 
the  Grape,  and  cheriffiers  of  Burgundy,  and  I  hope  you’ll  (peak  it  a  face¬ 
tious  one  >  Tis  call’d  a  triumph  to  Bacchus,  my  Lordt 


i  iju'  ff  'ui 


Bell,  A  good  Theme  Sir - worthy  of  your  Wits  invention, no  doubt 

a  great  piece  of  ingenuity.—-  [Aftde+ 

Zecb.  Come  my  witty  Devottees  of  Venus , 

You  muft  be  afliftant  here.,  -  three  Wenches, 

Hey— Drawer,  where  are  you  Sirra? 


Enter  Drawers  with  an  empty  Butt*  " 

Come  hither  7 'ohy^  thou  (halt  perlonate  god  Bacchus — • 

Give  him  Wreath  there -and  a  Bumper- 

Come,  up,  up,  advance  into  the  Throne  — •  [Tob. gets  on  theButL 

So,  now  Ladies  kneel,  and  pay  obedience  to  your  Emperor — 

My  Lord,  I  mu  ft  beg  your  Lordfhip  to  bear  part  in  the  Ceremony— — « 
There  on  that  fide,  my  Lord  — 

Drawer  give  every  one  a  Glafs^—* 

Flourifti  Mufick  and  drink— 

Hey  —  f  F  lourijh ,  all  dr  ini ^ 

iob.  How  do  I  prefent  it,  ha  !  methinks  it  becomes  me  very  well* 
Zech.  Look  big,  look  a  little  bigger,  you  know  the  Eftigie. 

Joll.  By  the  Lord  Harry  I'll  kite  thee  for  this,  my  Darling  of  the  dark- 

Well,  I  am  refolv’d  to  diftnherit  my  Son,  and  adopt  thee - -hang 

pinching,  I’ll  do’t  Boy,  and  let  the  World  rub. 

Zech,  Come,  now  to  the  Song - and  let  all  parts  be  ready  for  the. 

■Chorus,.:  ' 

SONG. 

,  Bacchus  thou  mighty  Power  Divine y  . 

Great  God  of  Mirth,  and  fprigbtly  Witte  ^ 
Behold  us  here  that  Kneeling  Jhow 
The  Duty  that  we  owe — 

We  through  thy  influence  rejoyce ,  ■ 

And  thus  with  free  and  chearful  voyce 
The  Fame  and  Praifesftng 
Of  Bacchus our  great  God  and  King . 

Cher.  ’Tii  Wine,  ’ tis  Wine ,  that  Bill  controuls , 

_  ,  And  Fame  and  Love  mufl  bothjlrike  Sail  y 

There  lies  fuch  •vigor  in  ftU  Bowls , 

The  Fat  e  of  Princes  can’t  prevail*  -A 


The  Wreaths  of  great  Heroes  his  Altar  / hall  Cromarty 
Whil’Sl  the  Grave  and  the  Prudent  bow  down. 

When  Beauty  darts  a  frniling  Beamy 
Our  Souls  are  by  Loves  extreme  , 

But  one  briskjGlafs  takes  Care  away  ^ 

And  yields  us  back^the  Prey  : 

Ido  Fate  of  Love  or  piercing  Dart 
Can  wound  when  Wine  furroundsthe  heart', 
Still  guarding  it  from  Carey 
It  baffles  F at <?,  and  flights  the  Fair, 

Chor.  ‘Tis  Wine  ftis  Wine,  Si  c.  £  Dance. 

Jot!.  Spark,  let  me  embrace  thee,  'udsbores  thou  art  the  Mirror  of  our 
Age,  and  haft  the  beft  principles  of  Englijh  Gallantry  I  ever  faw— Ah 
would  I  were  but  5~and-20  for  thy  fake — but  come  —hang  pinching — 
’tis  well  it’s  no  worfe,  as  my  friend  Hearty  fayes  — 

Zecb,  What  think  you  my  Lord  }  is  it  not  Modifti  ?  — by  Heav’n  *ti$ 
new,  that’s  one  good  property,  and  I  believe  ‘twill  take  very  well. 

Be!!.  Sir,  if  you  will  take  my  opinion  in  this  bulinefs,  I  think  it  an  ex* 
cellent  Invention,  and  were  I  you,  I  wou’d  have  Books  printed,  that  the 
World  may  not  be  ignorant*,  ’igad  you  have  this  encouragement, the  Prefs 
has  been  troubled  with  matters  of  lefs  confequence. 

Tob.  I  tell  you  I  have  200/.  a  Year,  I’ve  my  Lands  free  and  unmor* 
gag’d,  and  am  refolv’dto  keep  a  Mifs,  according  to  the  Mode,  therefore 
(peak  now, or  for  ever  hold  your  peace. 

1  Wench.  But  which  of  us  would  you  have  Sir  ? 

Tob  Either  of  you —  Udfhafti  I’m  a  right  Countrey  Squire,  any 
thing  will  ferve  my  turn,  if  the  properties  be  not  wanting— -What’s 
your  price? — — 

1  Wench.  Why  in  truth  Sir,  I  have  had  4  o  s.  a  Week,  but  in  kindnefe 
to  a  Man  of  your  Complexion^Fll  abate  a  Crown. 

lob.  My  Complexion  !  ah  wheadling  Queen- — 

Jolt.  Come  Sirra,  Drawer  fill  each  his  Glafs.  Hey*— -Let  the  World 
jab,  and  let  s  have  t’other  Song. 


Enter 
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tLnur  flaile*  /  .  I 

_  •  *  - 

Fla,  Zohg  quoth  a- Lord  2ave  us  a  Zong — pray,  pray  good  folks--- 
pray— oh,  oh —  \  <? 

Zed).  How  now  Bandog  what  makes  you  howl  thus?  ha  ! 

Fla.  Howl !  by  Coxnowns  you’ll  howl  too ,  if  you  flay  longer ; 
y’have  kill  d  a  Von  yonder,  he  that  you  quarrel’d  with  about  your  Crack 
there,  ’Aid  flie  have  a  good  mind  to  crack  her  fork,  and  God  lave  his 
Soul  they  think  he’s  dead  :  The  Conftable,and  a  Regiment  of  Beggars,! 
mean  Bilbo’s,  are  fearching  for  you,  and  juft  coming  up  the  hreef, 
uds  diggers  up  you  go,  if  they  can  catch  ye.  Oh  that  ever  the  ancient 
FaftTiyof  the  ‘hlhuriis  fhould  come  to  fuch  difgrace  ! 

2  IF i ench.  Nay-  then,  this  is  no  time  for. Merchandizing.  £  Exeunt 
•  '  -  ’kV  ;  ;'i.v  :  ■  •  iFencbes* 

Zecb.  Valicious  Fortune,  Heav’n  what  fhall  I  do,  if  I  am  taken,  I  (half* 
certainly  be hang'd  ?  / 

Bel!.  Pox,  rot  for  killing  a  Man  in  Term-time,  Sir,  you  know  the 
Town’s  full. 

Jdl.  Rang’d!  Heav’n  defend,  my  merry  Wag,  is’t  come  to  that? 
Hang’d  !  Gentlemen  your  Servant,  I’ve  a  little  earneft  buhnefs  — 

Bell.  Nav,  Sir,  leave  not  your  Friends  in  adverfity/or  my  part  I’m  re¬ 
fold  to  hick  to  t,  if  we  are  hang’d.—  - 

Tob,  If  we  are  hang’d  quoth  a?  Ah  Lord  !  the  very  word  has  put  me 
‘into  an  Ague. 

Bell.  If  we  do  mifearry  Sir— why  let  the  World  rub  as  you  fay. 

Job.  Ay,  ay,  you  need  not  fear,  you  are  a'Lord,  you’ll  come  off  well 
enough,  ’tis  we  fKall  ftretch  for  t>  udfhaih  nothing  vexes  me,  but  that  I 
cannot  hay  to  perform  my  bargain  with  Mrs  Juniper  there,  L  ^  noife 

without \ 

Hark,  they  borne, fthe  Devil  take  the  hindmoh.  [  Funs  into  th$ 

( 1  lavern* 


Zech .  And  fo  fay  I. 

Bel!.  Dam ’em  !  Are  they  gone?  What  Scarabs  are  thefe,  to  truh  a 
Tavern Tecufity  beyond  a  Sword— What  Sirra  are  you  creeping  away 
too  ?  turn  back,  and  help  to  defend  you  Dog — or—  [  Noife  within } 

<r  -  -  ::  follow  follow* 

‘Fla.  O  Lord  Sir  11  defend  Sir  !  - 
:  Bell.  Fight  Sirra,  and  hght  valiantly  too,  or  by  this  Steel — - 

’Fla.  Well  Sir,  I  will,  I  will,  oh  what  will  become  of  me  ! 

foil.  Come  my  Lord,  have  at  ’em,fince  it  muh  be  fo, here’s  old  Madge 
has  notfeen  Sun  thefe  20  Years,  fhall  be  (cowr’d  rn  fomc  of  their ,  Guts, 
rather  than  I  ll  be  taken  •,  udsbores  I  have  been  valiant  in  my  time. 

Bel!.  1  mult  quickly  difpatch,for  fear  of  a  difappointment  with  myK 
Corinna—  ■  •  -  *./ 
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Enter  ConflabU  and  Watch. 

* 

Oh  here  they  are,  Caitiffs,  Rogues,  Murderer?,  down,  down 

with 'em  my  Men  o’ Midnight,  fall  on  in  the  Kings  name,  fall  on - 

[T. 'bey  fight ,  Conjiable  and  Watch  are  beaten  off* 

Enter  Toby. 

7ob.  No  hole,  ne’r  a  cornerto  creep  into  ?  Tliis  is  the  word  contriv’d- 
houfe  I  ever  faw.  Hang  d  did  he  fay  ?  Marry  Heav’n  defend, I  am  too 
raw  a  Bully  to  venture  hanging  yet — oh  well  remember’d  ifaith — here’s 
the  Butt,  the  Throne  of- Bacchus^  as. Zecbiel  calls  it>  this  will  be  a  rare 
place  to  fecure  my  felf  in  [~  gets  into  the  Butt  ]  the  Devils  in  ’em  if  they 
fearch  here — I’ll  itay  till  the  Cry  is  over,  and  then  home  to  my  Lodg¬ 
ing  j  I  love  a  Debauch,  till  it  comes  to  Fighting  >  but  then,  methinks,  it 
grows  troublefom- — HarK,  here  they  come,  now  clofe  like  a  Coney  in  av 
Burrow. 

Re-enter  Confiable  and  Watch* 

Confi*  .  Y\(hy  Neighbors  we  ^were,  miftaken,thefe  were  none  of  thoie  " 
that  hurt  the  Man  —  I  am  told,  ’twas  two  Brothers,  and  that  they  were 
dog5d  to  this  Tavern.  Come,  come — they  mud  be  here  dill  —  let’s  in, 
and  fee™  LE*. 

Enter  Zechiel  above  in  a  Balcony* 

Zech.  Was  ever  poor  Night-walker  in  fuch  diftrefs?  What  fhall  I  do?  > 
They  are  fearching  within,  and  the  damn’d  Rogues  are  fo  curious  in  the 
difcovery,  that  they  mifs  not  an  Auger-hole  \  I  found  this  Ladder  of 
Ropes  upon  a  Shelf, but  dare  not  venture  down  yet,  for  fear  fome  prying . 
Rafcal  (hall  fnap  me  between  Earth  and  Heav’n — ’sdeath  I’ll  creep  into 

this  Bufji,  it  may  be  this  may  fecure  me -  [Ge/r  upon  the  lavern  Buff. 

Hah  !  upon  Honour  I  grow  chearful,  this  is  lo  Mocjifti  a  Device  ,  that 
I’  ve  great  hopes  of  good  fuccels— 

cTob,  They’re  all  gone  in,  and  now  I’m  in  a  Tub  of  Trpubles  about  * 
venturing  out  i  if  (ome  of ’em  (hould  watch  at  the  Gate,  I  ihou’d  be 
fnapt — if  fnapt  —  hang’d— Udfhalh,  my  domach  cannot  relifh  that 
word - Yet  fUcouch  a  little  longer,  and  fee  what  will  come 

Enter  Tilbury  drun\,  with  a  Torch. 

Zech.  Here  comes  a  Man  with  a  Light —  now  fitclofe — - 

7ilk  A  Son  of  a  Whore  to  queftion  a  Man  of  150.0/.  a  Year,  and.....: 


w 


■  "  ■'"I  — 

difpute  tbe  Family  of-the  7V/W/>/,  by  Yf  he  deferves  to  be  morti- 
h^—Conftable— VVhat*sa  Cohiiablc,  toa  Man  of  Worfiiip!  a  Man  of 
drunken  reeling  Worfhipl  a  Worm  !  a  Scarab  !  'tis  fit  he  fhould  be  Car* 
bonado’d.  Let’s  fee,  where  amP  What  Tavern  s  this  ?  oh  3tis  the 
Rof^  I’ll  takegnotherdofe  of  Sack  here,  and  then — home— ho— within 
there  Drawer,  gives  a  Cup  o’  Sack  here-1 — * 

Zech.  Ah  Lord  !  'tis  my  Father— and  drunk  as  a  Wheel-barrow,  I 
fkall  be  found  out,  for  he  holds  his  Torch  fo  high,  that  any  one  that  comes 
by  mull  needs  fee  me.  L  Tak?s  Orange-peals  out  of  bis  Pockgty 

and  throws  at  Tilbury. 

Tbilb.  Why  Rafcals,  Poltroons —  Sons  ofPopinjayes,what  d’ee  mean, 
bah  Dare  you  affront  a  Man  of  Quality - I  mean  a  Man  of  Coun¬ 

trey  Quality— Hah  Poppies,  by  St  J ago  V\\  break  all  the  Windows — -MI 
teach  you  to  be  civil -now,  now — cannot  I  find  e'r  a  hone.  This  is  the 
great  enormance  of  this  City— here’s  Wenches  in  abundance, but  not  a 
ftone  to  throw  at  a  Dog — no  matter — Til  fet  fire  on  your  Bufh,  ’tis  all 
one— I’ll  mortifie  your  G wls  Neft  by  St  Jago . 

Zech.  Oh!  I  fhall  be  burnt !  [Offers  to  burn  the  Buff. 

Why  Father,  Father,  I  m  here  !  I'm  here!  Your  Son!  Your  hopeful 

Son - Oh  Lord  if  I  cry  out  too,  1  fhall  be.hang’d - *  What  fhall  I 

do  >  Fire  !  Fire !  Fire ! - - 

Enter  the  Conflable  and  [Fateh . 

w  rs\  •  r  r  9 

Conft .  How  now  !  What’s  here  one  going  to  fire  thehoufe*  Away, 
away  tvith  him  to  the  Lodge  s  here’s  fine  work  indeed !  Come  bring  him 

away,  Hay  fome  of  you  here  and  watch,  the  reft  mtift  be  hereabouts - 

[_  Ex .  Conjiable  with  Tilb- 

1  IF itch.  But  is't  poftible  Neighbours  thishoufe  fhould  be  haunted, and 
yet  Folks  live  in’t  ! 

2  IF atch .  Polhble  ?  as  fure  as  you  are  there  Neighbours.  They  fay  the 
Devil  appear'd  to  ’em  every  Night  in  the  likenefs  of  a  Hog. 

1 1 Fateh .  Lord  blefs  us  Sirs!  a  Hog!  but  fee  what  the  Devil  can 
do. 

2  IF atch.  Set  down  the  Lanthorn  Fateh,  and  come  let’s  fit  down  on 

this Eutt  I’ll  tell  you  the  Story - * 

3  IF atch.  Ay  come,  lilence  ho,  let's  hear  Neighbour  Cobble — — [ffbey 

■  .  fit • 

2  IF atch.  Why  look  you  Sirs,  one  Winter-night  the  Maid  here  fitting, 

up  late  in  the  Kitchen,  and  bufie  about  her  Houfhold  affairs - who 

fhould  Cornelia  at  the  Window  but  this  Hog - 

Omn.  So).  '  <  .j  ■  :  '  . 

2  J  Fateh'.  And  you  muft  know  the  Devil’s  a- cunning  Hog,  when  occa- 

•fion  ferves  kept  fuch - fuch  a  grunting  and  fhuffling,  and  jumpings 

that  the  poor  Wench  was  even  out  of  her  wits  j  fhe  wou'd  have  pray  d, 

I  2  but 
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but  her  memory  being  very  fliort,  and  .her  Prayer-book  out;  of  the  way,> 
(lie  could  not.  Xnfbort,  Sir,  this  Hog,  or  this  Devil,  or  phis  Devil  of  a. 

Hog, forts  all - having  thrown  down  feveral  Pewter  Djihes  ,' and* 

£w  allow'd  a  whole  Porridge-pot  of  Brewis- - takes, me.  his  way  into, 

the  Cellar - there  makes  fuch  a  wrack  among  the  Butts  and  Bottles— 

{uch  havock  among  the  GlafTcs - —  [Tob.  puts  out  the  Candle 

How  now,  who  puts. out  the  Candle  there  ?  intbeLantborn . 

1  Watch.  Not  L  y'  ■. 

2  Watch,  Nor  I. 

Tob,  Ugh  !  Ugh  !  Ugh  !  - -  >  [  Grunts  like  a  Hog ».  . 

Omn,  Oh  it  comes !  it  com.es  !  the  Devil,  the  Devil-—  [Ex. 

‘ Job ,  Udfhafh  !  this  Ugh, Ugh.was  arare  inveption,  [Tpb.QOmes  out.i 
I  think  I  have  outwitted  the  Rogues:  Now  give  me  a  Man  that  can  helpi 
a  danger  at  a  pinch, for  ;ho'  I  fay  it ^Macbiavil  was  an  Afs  to  me  .at a  nights 
intrigue  *  but  I’ll  away, for  fear  of  infurre&ions~r  [£*.* 

,2 ech.  That  was  tqby’s  voice,  I  believe  he’s  gone  5  what  the  Devil  was’t 
fear’d  the  Watchmen  fo— No  matter  now,  the  Coaft  is  dear— -I’ll  ven-. 
ture  down— fo-*»  [  Gets  down,  the  Ladder, 

Upon  Honour  X  have  beemfeverely  frighted  to  Night ;  But  the  uncertain 
Fate  of  a  Night- wajker  feldom  meets  better  fuccefs — 

I  have  cfcap’d  two  eminent  dangers,  Burning  and  Hanging, t 
The  thought  of  which  has  made  me  as  dull  as  a  rifl’d  Cully. 

Thus  with  the  Brawny  Crew  of  Suburb  Roches, 

We  fvvim  the  Brackifh  Ocean  of  Debpches; 

,  Without  the  Senfe  of  Honour  or  Reproches.. 

•  '  .  4  '  b*~ 
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Scene  2,..  ,  , 

Enter.  Sir  Arthur,  Silvia,  Arbella,  Conflantia^ 


Sir  Arth .  Come,  come,  I  fay,  there’s  a  trick  in’t,  fome  cunning  feurvy 
lewd  defign,X  know  it  >  haye  X  not  fofter’d  her  With  tendernefs }  and  be¬ 
fore  (he  could  write  Woman,  bred  her  carefully !  Whatcaufe  has  (he  then 
to  defert  my  houfe  ?  Anfwer  me  that,  what  caufe  ?  > 

Silv,  Only  fear  Sir,  you  (hould  match  her  againfl  her  Will, 

Heav’.n  knows  I  know  ho  other  caufe.- 

Sir  Arth,  .No,  no,  there  muft  be  more  in’t, ’t was  your  pleafure  MiArif* 
often  to  quarrel  with  her,  it  caus’d  your  envy  to  fee  her  fo  belov’d— hah-* 
But  bring  her  agen,  and  quickly  too,  or  fee  my  face  no  more,  out  of  my 
doors,  by  Jacobs  Pah tible — a  Relique  of  Renown ’d  memory  :  Thou  art 
no  more  my  daughter, ..unlcfs  my  Neece  return -** 

't-d  *,  *  *  •’  4  ' »  .  .  e  .  >  *  t  *  .4  .  .  % .  „  ,  ■  „  w  y0  ,  v 0  4 .  ,  < 
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'  Atb.  Indeed  Sir  Arthur  you  are  a  little  too  fevere  in  this,  for  lain 
confident  Madam  Conflantia  knows  nothing  of  her  going,  (he  alwayes 
kept  her  intrigues  from  her  knowledge,  andconfequently  this,  being,  it 
feems,  of  more  importance  than  any  of  the  reft  >  what  her  defign 
is  Heav’n  knows,  but  a  day  or  two's  time  will  doubtlefs  difcover 
all. 

Sir  Arth .  Madam  Arhella ,  you  are  one  I  refpeft,  your  Father  Sir  A:  - 
drew  Swippkthrop  is  my  intimate  good  Friend,  a  Man  I  love  and  honoui  y, 
apd  by  St  Augujlines  Night-cap— Madam  Arbtlla  you  are  welcome  to  my 
Jhpufe,  but  feek  not  to  defend  an  ill  Argument — I  fay  once  more  there’s 
a  trick  in’t— and  give  me  leave,  Madam,  I  will  perfevere  in  my  juflice— ? 
therefore  Minion  look  to’ t. 


Enter  Do  re!. 

Vor.  Sir,  there  is  three  Gentlemen  below.  Suitors  to  Madam  Tickle , 
that  defire  admittance— 

Sir  Arth,  Condudi  ’em  up,  I  hope  here’s  fome  difeoveryi 

Enter  Bcllamore,  Manley  and  Harry.  0 

Bell,  ..Though  I  was  ignorant,  Sir,  you  were  my  Rival,  I  thought  I 
had  known  you  for  a  Gentleman  one  that  wouad  not  have  carry’d  a  de¬ 
fign  under  the  dilguife  of  counterfeit  madnefs  i  but  allure  your  felf^Sir, 
fucb  an  injury  fnall  require  fatisfadfion. 

Man .  And  have  it,  my  Lord,  when  you  dare  demand  it :  all  falfhood 
I  deny  y  nor  can  I  condemn  my  felf  with  carrying  on  a  Love  intrigue 
with  policy.  . 

Har »  5s Death  !  I  fee  I  am  baffled  at  laft,thefe  are  two  of  her  Sui¬ 
tors— I,  it  feems,  the  third  *,  but  I  hope  her  choice  will  diilipate  all 

doubts— r  . 

Sir  Arth.  My  Lord  and  Gentlemen,  your  humble  Seryant,  may  I  re? 
queft  to  know  what  bus’nefs  brings  you  hither  fo  early  ?  * 

Bill.  I  fuppofe  my  bufinefs  is  not  unknown,  I  pome  Sir  Arthur ,  to  pay 
my  devotion  to  the  charming  Corinna , 

Har.  And  I  mine  to  the  glorious  Cleto . 

Man .  And  I  the  particular  tender^  .of  my  heart  to  the  adorable 
Celia. 

Sir  Arth.  Corinna  l  Cleio I  Cflia I  Thty  are  names  of  Antiquity,  I 
confcfs  —  But  for  Heay’ns  fake  exprefs  your  felves  more  largely  Gentle- 
men,  I  know  none  of  the  perfpns. 

Art?.  Now  the  Plot  begins  to  be  difeoverd  3  now  we  (hall  know 

’  Conft* 

'  ^  &  ,  f 


CWJ?.  Prithee  do  but  obferve  the  alteration  of  countenances,  oh’  this 

Was  a  fubtle  Devil  ! 

Bel V  Your  Ncece,  £*>  Arthur ,  the  rich  Wid6w*— *T  have  had  the  ho¬ 
nour  to  be  long  filtered’ d  in  her  favour,  and  (he  commanded  me  to  wait 
on  her  this  morning ,  and  promis’d  publickly  to  make  choice  of 

me.  .  #  •  - 

Man*  By  Heav’n  to  promis’d  to  make  Choice  of  me. 

Har. Nay  gad  (he promis’d  to  make  choice  of  me. 

BAl,  Was  ever  fuch  infufiferable  impertinence  ?  Sir  Arthur ,  I  proted  by 
my  honour,  all  I  fay  is  true*  and  by  virtue  of  her  premeditated  choice  and 
election,  I  am  the  Man.  *  ' 

Mm*  Death  !  What  impudence  is  this  ?  I  fay,  by  virtue  of  her  choice1, 
I  am  the  Man. 

‘.  Har.  Hell  and  Furies !  I  fay  I  am  the  Man. 

Sir.  Artb .  Hey  day  !  What  are  all  of  ye  the  Men  ?  By  the  Threfliold 
of  Mnb&net* s  Temple,  this  is  very  fine !  Has  (he  a  tripartite  Husband,  ,a 
threefold  Father  of  Children  ?.  But  hark  ye  Gentlemen,  let  us  come  nea¬ 
rer  to  the  buiine(s  >  for  as  far  as  I  can  perceive,  you  have  miftook  the 

ho ufe - -  Here  are  no  Ohio's,  nor  Celia's ,  nor  Corinna  s  under  my  roof, 

I  can  allure  ye.  ’Tis  true,. I  had  a  Neece,  a  Widow,  and  fuch  a  Fortune 

as  you  deferibe - who  is  this  day  gone,  I  think,  to  feek  her  Fortune— 

h.r  rame  is  Fickje - fure  (he  cannot  be  the  perfon  you  feek 

alter? 

Bill.  ’Tis  fb  !  We  are  all  mod  finely  gull’d,  I  find  it !  oh  l  ’sdeath, 
now  co  uld  I  eat  my  flefli  for  mad nefs,  dull  Blockhead,  not  to  perceive  her 

TV' headline;. 

Man.  F.ckje  is  her  name  ,  Dam  her,  (he  has  been  fickle  enough  I  fee— 
oh  Hell !  Hell !  Were  ever  hopes  To  fruftrated  ?  ’Tis  plain  now  (he  has 
entertain’d  us  all  with  equal  Carefles,  and  by  taking  a  feveral  name ,  has 
thus  long  kept  us  ignorant !  4  c  "  ^  ! A  . 

Har.  Sure  there  mull  be  fome  Plot  in  this.  Sir  Arthur ,  pray  be  particu¬ 
lar  in  tl  e  Narration  —  is  (he  certainly  gone  Sir  ? 

Sir  Artb.  Why,  Sir,  upon  my  Honour,  and  the  Honour  of  our  Fami¬ 
ly,  I  protell  Sir  - —  the  is  certainly  gone  Sir. 

Har .  The  Devil  go  with  her  Sir — oh  confufion  feize  her,after  all  my 
hopes.,  and  fearsvanch doubts,  am  I  thus  abus’d  ? 

Arb.  Oh  Hcav’n  1  Was  it  poihble  your  Lordfhip  (hon’d' be  (o’  deceiv’d? 
,Nay,by  a  perfon  thatfhou’d  ha’  been  proud  of  the  honour  (he  receiv  d  in 
the  Amours  of  a  Man  of  Quality,  who  was  unfenfible  of  any  beauty  but 
the  charms  of  Corinna^  nothing  cou’d  penetrate  but  the  eyes  of  Corinna  l 
Ncr.  nothing  appear  attractive,  but  the  Perfon.  and  Mein  of  Co - 
ri  nal ~  A  ;  '  3011  "  s  v/ui^  .. 

ConjK  I  proteit  Sir  I  pity  you,  Heav’n  knows  how  conflant  you  hWe 
how  ador’d  Celia  dreamt  of  Celiaf\ gh’d  for  Celia  l  Mourn’d 
;  out 


mt  the  tedious  Night  in  meditations,  and  vifited  the  light  with  thoughts 
of  Celiarand  now  to  have  fb  ftrange  a  Metamorphofis,  an  ungrateful 
Fickle  in  (lead  of  a  conftant  Celia,  by  Heaven  ’tis  great  Tyranny  in  For¬ 
tune — 

r  Man. Well  Madam,  well ! 

Enter  Lady  Fickle, 

-  L.Fickf  Sir*  Arthur,  your  Servant, permit  a  Granger  (bmewhat  in- 
tereffd  in  your  prefent  affair , .  the  liberty  of  fpeaking  a  word  or 
two. 

Sir  Arth .  Sir,  any  Man  that  wears  the  prefence  of  Gent,  has  liberty  fo 
exprefs  himfelf  here— 

L.Ficl Then  briefly  and  boldly  thus  i — My  Lord  and  Gentlemen  — 
I  know  you  better  than  you  imagine,  you  are  all  Pretenders  to  my  Lady 
Fickje ,  a  perfbn  to  whom  my  private  inclinations  have  been  long  devo¬ 
ted,  and  having  Iaft  Night  the  honour  of  killing  her  hand,  fhe  in  tears 
told  me,  fhe  had  deferred  Sir  Arthur's  houfe,  only  to  be  rid  of  your 
troublefbiti  duapertihences  >  fhe  alfo  did  me  the  favour  to  deiire  me  to 
give  you  this  aYTurance,  That  fhe  hated  you  all  three,  and  her  former  pro¬ 
ceedings  with  you,  have  been  only  to  divert  herfelf  with  your  ceremo¬ 
nious  Addreffes,. 

Bell  Sure  ’tis  importable  a  Woman  fhou’d  be  fuch  a  Devil  ?  Dare  you 
prove  this  ? 

Man.  Dam  him - this  is  the  impudent#  young  He&or  I  ever  met 

with. 

Har.  Hark  ye,  dare  you  fight  Sir  ? 

L.  Fick^  Yes  Sir,  with  you  if  you  dare  Sir!  Fight !  Blood  of  the  He¬ 
roes,  d’eequefiion  it — There’s  my  Glove — I’ll  fight  you  all  three,  ap¬ 
point  your  place  and  time, 

Man,  The  Soul  of  a  Gyant  by  Heav’n  ,  a  very  Devil  in  decimo 
fexto. 

.  L.  Ficl^  I  {corn  to  win  a  Lady  of  her  perfe&ions,  with  the  lofs  but  of 
a  drop  of  blood,  a  River  full  I  fay,  my  veins  drawn  dry,  and  on  the 
a&ive  gpye  fierce  atoms  darting  to  win  my  Love  through  dreams  of 
Death  and  Horror.  I’ll  bathe  my  Lips  in  gore,  kifs  bleeding  Wounds, 
cleave  Helmets,  ftand  a  Breach,  and  dare  a  Cannon,  divide  a  Heart  in 

two,  hah!  hah!- - *  tis  done.  Soul  of  Belopa^VX)  exhauft  a  Flood, 

turn  Earth  to  Chaos,  Oceans  into  Blood.  Confume  your  timorous  cring¬ 
ing  Amorifls,  that  would  poffefs  their  Heav’n,  but  dare  not  bleed  for’to 
Blood  is  my  Province,  therefore  with  you  all  ami  refblv’d  to  fight— 
A  (ingle  Man’stoo  poor  for  my  Revenge  *5  All,  alii  fay, and  all  at  once3 
:tis,bafee%  .  . 
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,  BoP,  This  is  the  daxingfl  young  Rogue  I  ever  fa\V,  I  mufl:  dafh  his 
hopes  -  Hark’ee  young  Huffing  Sir,  no  more  of  this  here,  follow  me, you 
(hall' fin’d  one  of-  us  fuffident  to  cfat  your  Throat. 

L.  Fid i  All  01  none  by  Heav’n,  I  will  not  fight  elfe  — 

1'Or.  Now  is  the  time,  and  this  my fteiious  Plot  (hall  be  no  longer 

hid - fie, fie  my  Lord — J  thought  your  Lordffii^  cherifh’d  too  much 

honour  e  ver  to  draw  your  Sword  againft  a  Woman  ! 

O  nn ,  A  Woman  !  .  .  - 

Dor,  Look  on  her  well,  Sir  Arthur ,  My  Lord  and  Gentlemen,  d’ee  not 

know  her  ?  Nay,  Madam,  blufh  not,  all  muff  out - You  muft  be  dif- 

cover’d.  This  is  the  very  perfon  you  are  fpeaking  of,  my  Lady  Fickle  l 
your  Chid  Six  !  your  Celia !  and  your  Corinna,  my  Lord  ! 

Sir  Art  h ,  By  Pbaroah  ’tis,  the  fame,  I  know  her ‘now.  'Why  how 
Nccc-  !  ■ 

I  *  fY'4  Difcovcr’d  !  and  i’tlf  end  of  ill  my  Plots  r' what  Devil  told 
this  Fello  w  my  ddigns-— Well  Uncle — L’tis  I. 

Bill  What  in  your  Mafquexading  Habit,  Madam  ?  if  I  may  prefume, 
vvbat  intrigue  to  night  are  you  ddigning'for  ? 

L,  FFl{.  5Tis  fiufirdted  my  Lord,  you  mighfhave  known  elfe. 

Man  Ungratcft.ll .Creature  !  Was  I  fo  defertlefs  ?  Was  my  hearts  paf« 
fion  fo  far  wanting  merit,  to'defetve  this  return  ? 

B:L  Was  I  not  worthy  of  your  favor  ? 

FDr,  And  was  my  heart  too  bafe  to  be  your  (lave  ? 

L.  Fick^  By  Heav’n,  noi  all  your  deferts  are  boundlefs,  and  lam  far 
unworthy  your  addr'C-fies  i  andTince  I  am  difcover’d,you  fhall  know  why 
I  have  us’d  you  thus.  I  lov’d,  and  was  betray'd,  and  for  this  caufe  fwore 
a  Revenge  on  alhthat  fiiould  love  me.  To  make  it  plainer  to  ye  I  am 
marry’d.  My  husband  fir’d  with  jealoufie,forfook  me  to  fpend  his  time 
in  Travel  i  fince  I  have  liv’d  a  Widow  in  opinion,  and  wheadled  many 
Suitors,  but  lov’d  none. 

Sir  Arth .  ‘Why  then  your  Husband  lives  1 

I.  Fi !{,  I  know  not  Sir,  1  have  not  feen  him  fince; 

'  Dor,  Yes  Sir,  hclives,  and  lives  to  bids  the  hour  he  took  up  this  dif* 

guife - oh  my  Sweet— - Ccnfider  humane  frailty,  and  foreive  my 

Crime  of  too  much  Jcaloufie.  [_F nils  off  his  Beard. 

■  L.  FiJ?t  My  dear  Frienalove  1  Can  this  be  true  ?  Am  I  then  once  more 
blefi  with  thy  Cardfes  ? 

Sir  Arth,  Hey  Dorel  metamorphiz’d  to  Mr  Friendlove>  by  Melcbigedech 
this  is  firange  ! 

Bell.  Marry’d  !  Gad  I  have  fpent  my  time  very  finely  well !  if  ever  I 
truft  a  Widow  agen,  may  I  wear  Horns  like  AUuon^  and  feek  for  a  Patri¬ 
mony  in  terra  incognita, 

Dor,  I  fwear  I  have  been  cruel  to  thy  Virtue,  but  my  whole  life  (hall 
fu .exp  make  amends  >  and  my  noble  Lord,  and  you  Gentlemen,  whatever 

Prefents 
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Pretents  on  this  Ladies  behalf  have  been  receiv’d,  (hall  be  return’d 
with  ample  fatisfa&ion,  and  fmee  efpoufing  her  perfections ,  I  am 
bound  to  have  a  particular  intereft  in  her  aSions :  If  any  one  here 
holds  himfelf  wrong’d  r  my  perfon  (hall  give  him  the  acknowledge 
raent  he  demands,  and  my  Sword  the  fatisfa&ion  of  a  Gentleman — 

Bell.  Sir /  I  hope  you  think  I  dare  fight - and  refute  not 

through  fear- -  but  fince  I  fee  (he  had  fome  reafon  for  what  (he 

did*  my  particular  retentments  are  not  worth. a  quarrel:  My  thoughts 
now  bowing  down  to  this  (brine  of  beauty.  [To  Arb. 

Man.  And  mine  tQ  this*  Madam!  Can  you  forgive —  £2  0' Con  ft. 

Arb.  'Twere  an  excellent  revenge  to  ute  you  as  my  Lady  Fickje  did* 
I  fwear  my  Lord  you  have  deterv’d  it. 

Bell.  We  have  all  failings  „  Madam,  you  muft  pardon. 

Sir  Art  b.  X  like  this  well*  I  like  this  well:  win  her  and  wear  her: 
Mr.  Manleyr  I  like  your  Perfon  and  Eftate  well*  By  King  Pharoab  I 
em  very  merry,  come,  wee’ll  have  a  Dance. 

Enter  Conftable  and  Watch  with  Jolly  man.  Tilbury, 

Zechiel,  Toby. 

•*S  £  r  , 

Hotf  now ,  What’s  here  Mr.  Jallyman ,  and  my  old  Friend  Tilbury  in 
durance1 — How  came  this  Friend  ?  hah  / 

Confiab.  An’t  pleafe  your  Worlhip/  thete  arc  the  Gentlemen  that 
wounded  the  Man  laft  night,  and  they  got  from  us  once,  but  we  catcht 
um  again  >  and  we  took  this  other  firing  a  houfe. 

Sir  Artb.  Well ,  leave  *em  with  me^  Til  be  Bail  for  their  appear¬ 
ance  to  morrow  -  I  am  refolv’d  nothing  (hall  hinder  my  mirth  to 

day - Mr;  Tilbury  and  Mr  Jollyman ,  I  have  heard  of  all  your  frollicks 

laft  night,  both  yours  and  your  Sons.  Let  it  be  fono  more:  for  the 

prefent  all  (hall  be  well - -  But  there  is  no  hopes  of  my  daughter 

now — ■ — (he’s  beftow’d - - 

Joll.  Since  (he’s  beftow’d  i  God  give  her  Joy.  I’ll  cherifh  my  felf 
with  a  merry  Song  and  a  Fidle,  and  hang  pinching,  let  the  World 
rub. 

Tilb.  My  Son's  unmarry’d,  and  the  Family  of  the  Tilburies  thus  dif- 
grac'd — •  By  St.  J*go,  I’l  take  poft  and  away  for  Salisbury  immedi¬ 
ately - * 

Tob.  And  (o  will  I.  Udftiah- - if  thete  diftafters  belong  to  Men 

of  parts,  as  yee  call  'em— -give  me  a  Country  life— for  though  there's 
left  wit,  there's  more  fecurity. 

Zecb.  Infamous,  impertinent  /  Canft  thou  repugne  the  pleafores  of  a 
Debauchee  /  through  the  apprehenfion  of  a  walking  Nightrap,  and  k 

guilded  Truncheon,  with  the  City  Armes  on't - Upon  honour  thou 

art  a  Libel  to  my  Fame,  and  unworthy  to  break  a  Glafs  inmyfociety. 

Tob.  Udlhafb,  I  might  ha  bin  hang’d  in  your  fociety  for  all  that5but 

K.  tUt 
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that  Fortune  was  my  Friend,  and  referv’d  me  for  the  future  benefit  of 
my  Family — —  1 

Zecb.  Hanged  !  ‘A  man  of. parts  /  An  horieft  Nightwalker 
Intollerable  Impudence  !  no  Sir — f — affur'e  your  felf  no  fuch 
Fate  attends  us  Brothers  of  the  Bottles  a  Stockado,  a 
Gentile  th-ruft  through  the  Lungs  or  fo,  might  have  .  •  1 

Happen’d - -  but  no  hanging,  Brotheir  Bullfinch:  no. hanging.  \ 

Dob .  Come,  come,  a  word  to  the  wife  is  fufficrent  1  I  have  re- 

folv’d  a  reformation- - I  rellifh  not  your  Stockado’s  not  I,  nbr  is  a' 

gentile  thruft  through  the  Lungs,  as  you  terme  it,  fo  agreeable  with 
my  Nature  to  perfevere.  In  brief,  Sir,  I  am  converted :  I  will  into  the 
Country  immediately. , 

Sir  Artb,  Come,  come,  embrace  and  be  friends,  I  am  in  a  good  hu¬ 
mour,  and  by  Melcbizedvch - ftrife  (hall  be  a  Granger  to*  my  houfe, 

to  day:  fo,  fo  5  all,  all  well - and  though  you  are  not  partners  in 

this  Wedding,  you  (hall  be  merry  at  it - and  let  the  World  rub, as 

my  old  Friend  here  fayes — -go  call  in  the  Fidlers  there - [  Dance * 

Dor .  Come ,  my  dear  fweet,  and  let  us  loofe  our  felves 
In  Loves  Embraces.  This  is  a  happy  day 

L.  Ffcke  Through  crooked  paths,  dark  plots,  and  wayes^  obfeure, 

*  Revenge  hill  roves, tomake  it’s  a&ionfure. 

I  have  been  falfe  to  night,  and  purchaft  hate, 

But  Ladies,  on  your  fmiles  depends  my  fate  : 
l  et  me  then  gain  one  happy  glance  from  you. 

And  (tiiyitty  Falfe  One  (hall  be  ever  True.  f  E*.  omnest 


hang’d  1 
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